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The  Unknown  Hero 
of  Verleburg 


CHAPTER  I. 


The  Family  at  Home. 

ERLEBURG,  the  Stately  Manor-House,  the 
pride  and  glory  of  the  County  of  Hornstein, 
and  whose  owners  have  the  protectorate  of  the 
ancient  church  of  St.  Mary^s,  is,  according  to 
the  popular  opinion,  as  exact  a  reproduction 
of  Paradise  as  it  is  possible  in  this  world  to  have. 
The  castleUke  building  with  its  pinnacles  and 
turrets  rising  far  above  the  mighty  forests  that 
surround  it  can  be  seen  long  before  one  enters 
through  the  massive  archway  into  the  beauti- 
ful Hall-grounds.  Above  the  gate  two  fierce 
lions,  with  crowned  heads,  support  between 
them  the  arms  of  the  Verleburg  :  a  shield, 
one-half  of  which  shows  a  chalice,  the  other 
a  drawn  sword,  surrounded  by  the  motto  : 
Deo  et  Ccesari  (For  God  and  the  King).  The 
same  coat-of-arms  is  worn  by  the  sentinel  who 
guards  the  gate,  the  guide  who  accompanies 
you  through  the  buildings,  the  coachmen  who 
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drive  the  members  of  the  family  and  distin- 
guished visitors  through  the  dark  fir  forests 
and  the  green  parks  ;  everything  reminds  you 
of  the  great  and  serious  duty  incumbent  on 
the  masters  and  servants  of  Verleburg,  that  is^ 
to  defend  the  interests  of  God  and  the  King. 

A  large  gravel  road,  hemmed  in  with  ever- 
green box-wood  and  kept  scrupulously  clean, 
leads  without  a  shade  of  a  curve,  over  a  some- 
what modern  stone  bridge  to  the  front  of  the 
Manor-House.  In  olden  times,  historians  tell 
us,  a  gigantic  portcullis  protected  the  former 
draw-bridge,  defying  thus  any  attack  upon  the 
castle.  For  this  is  the  only  entrance  to  it,  the 
chateau  itself  seems  to  have  sprung  up  with  its 
foundation  of  solid  rock  from  out  of  a  lake 
about  half  a  mile  in  diameter.  Verleburg  was  said 
to  have  been  impregnable,  and  many  indeed 
are  the  wonderful  stories  told  by  the  faithful 
old  servants  of  the  house  and  by  the  devoted 
white-haired  soldiers  of  times  gone  by,  of  the 
powerful  attacks  made  upon  it  without  the 
slightest  effect,  and  Napoleon  I,  after  taking 
all  the  other  fortified  places  in  the  neighbor- 
hood, had  given  positive  orders  not  to  waste 
powder  and  lead  on  Verleburg. 

In  fact,  the  lords  of  Verleburg  were  dreaded. 
Not  indeed  for  their  power,  cruelty  or  injustice, 
but  for  their  religion  and  their  fidelity  to  the 
Emperor  during  the  Thirty  Years  War,  when 
all  the  neighbouring  counts  espoused  the  cause 
of  the  Reformers  and  revolted  against  the 
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Church  and  the  Imperial  House.  This  merited 
for  them  the  ChaUce  and  the  Sword  in  their 
arms. 

For  the  last  century,  however,  no  enemy 
has  been  seen  around  Verleburg  and  the  famous 
snow-white  swans  have  been  in  undisturbed 
possession  of  the  lake  far  longer  than  anyone 
can  remember. 

The  Manor-House  itself,  consisting  of  the 
centre  building  and  two  wings,  has  evidently 
been  constructed  at  different  times  and  by  differ- 
ent architects,  each  providing  for  the  needs  of 
the  Verleburgers  at  the  existing  period.  Thus 
the  main-building,  the  centre,  with  its  towers 
and  battlements,  bulky,  imperishable,  undoubt- 
edly saw  its  origin  during  the  early  years  of 
the  turbulent  middle-ages,  when  the  lords  had 
always  to  be  on  the  lookout  against  sudden 
and  unheralded  attacks  from  their  wily  neigh- 
bours. In  this  part  is  still  preserved,  in  unalt- 
ered condition,  the  stone-vaulted  reception-hall, 
with  the  portraits  of  all  the  counts  of  Verleburg, 
looking  down  from  the  walls  upon  the  curious 
visitors  as  if  to  say,  We  have  done  our  duty 
and  expect  you  to  do  the  same  ^\  Then  the 
armor-hall,  where  the  heavy  coats-of-mail  of 
the  brave  forefathers  are  kept  as  a  precious 
heirloom  of  heroic  times,  will  attract  the  wond- 
ering eye  of  the  visitors,  who  cannot  conceive 
how  on  earth  the  soldiers  could  bear  the  weight 
of  such  steel-made  uniforms,  to  say  nothing  of 
fighting  in  them.  But  the  Verleburgers  evident- 
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ly  did  so  ;  for  each  coat-of-mail  shows  you  the 
name  of  the  Count  to  whom  it  belonged  and  in 
what  battles  it  was  used.  The  side-wings  are 
of  much  later  birth,  bearing  the  imprint  of  the 
latest  renaissance-style.  Here  the  spirit  of 
defence  and  safety  has  given  way  to  the  spirit 
of  ease  and  comfort.  Large  thick-carpeted  cor- 
ridors, spacious,  lofty  halls,  receiving  plenty 
light  from  numerous  windows,  speak  loudly 
of  the  wealth  of  Verleburg. 

Frederick  Hermann  von  Hornstein- Verle- 
burg, the  holder  of  the  estate,  at  the  time  of 
which  we  speak,  was  a  man  of  very  preposs- 
essing personality,  tall  and  well  proportioned 
in  stature.  His  whole  bearing  betrayed  him  as 
one  of  those  that  are  every  inch  a  soldier.'' 
He  had  regular  features,  a  broad  commanding 
forehead,  blue  eyes  overshadowed  by  thick  eye- 
lashes, a  strong  moustache  as  was  becoming 
in  a  soldier  of  his  rank.  His  hair,  of  the  real 
Teutonic  blond,  was  plentiful  though  richly 
intermingled  with  white  and  gray.  Like  all  his 
forefathers,  he  had  early  engaged  in  the  miUtary 
career.  As  a  young  lieutenant,  he  had  fought 
in  the  war  against  Denmark,  as  captain  against 
Austria,  and  after  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  was 
promoted  to  the  rank  of  colonel.  He  had  taken 
in  marriage  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  house  of 
Tilsen,  Catherine  Louise,  of  remarkable  beauty 
and  of  deep  religious  feeling.  God  had  blessed 
this  union  with  four  children,  three  boys  and 
one  girl.  Teresia,  the  youngest  of  the  family. 
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Though  they  possessed  several  manor-houses 
in  various  places,  they  lived  habitually  at  the 
Verleburg,  where  they  were  the  never  failing 
friends  of  Father  Francis  and  the  always  ready 
helpers  and  consolers  of  the  poor.  William  and 
Frederick  served  already  as  officers  in  the  army 
and  Hermann,  the  youngest  son,  was  soon  to 
begin  his  military  training.  He  was  the  very  pic- 
ture of  his  father  ;  though  only  fourteen  years 
of  age  he  was  almost  equal  to  him  in  height. 
From  his  mother  he  had  inherited  a  great  sense 
of  piety  and  compassion  for  the  sick  and  the 
poor  whom  he  visited  in  her  company.  It  may 
be  said  that,  though  she  did  not  wish  to  oppose 
the  will  of  her  husband,  she  felt,  with  that  inst- 
inct God  seems  to  have  given  exclusively  to 
mothers,  that  Hermann  might  take  to  a  different 
career,  that  of  the  priesthood.  But  this  was 
something  she  never  spoke  of. 

To-morrow  Hermann  was  to  receive  for  the 
first  time  Holy  Communion  ;  for  in  those  days 
it  was  customary  that  children  should  have 
reached  the  age  of  fourteen  before  approaching 
the  Table  of  the  Lord.  Some  rich  famihes  used 
to  have  Holy  Communion  given  to  their  child- 
ren in  their  own  private  chapel  ;  but  Hermann's 
parents  did  not  believe  in  that.  "  Before  God, 
we  are  all  the  same,  the  Count  was  wont  to 
say,  "  and  in  church  and  at  Holy  Communion 
we  should  not  keep  up  the  division  rank  and 
position  have  drawn  between  masters  and  ser- 
vants.'' Thus  it  had  been  for  all  the  other  chil- 
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dren,  and  to-morrow  Hermann  would  take  his 
allotted  place  in  the  First-Communicant  Proces- 
sion with  the  other  children  of  St.  Mary's  Parish. 

It  was  to  be  a  real  family  feast.  William  and 
Frederick  had  just  come  home  and  were  sitting 
together  with  the  other  members  of  the  family 
in  the  drawing  room  beneath  the  far-spreading 
chandeher.  The  windows  were  wide  open,  ad- 
mitting the  fresh  evening  air,  richly  laden  with 
the  sweet  odor  of  the  lilac-bushes  from  the 
parks.  There  was  a  great  deal  to  be  told  by  the 
young  officers  about  their  life  in  the  barracks. 
Evidently  they  were  heart  and  soul  in  their 
vocation,  and  the  old  Count  enjoyed  the  differ- 
ent tales  each  one  had  in  store.  It  reminded  him 
of  his  own  younger  days.  In  a  few  moments  the 
happy  family  sat  down  to  a  light  lunch  in  a 
really  Catholic  manner.  Countess  Catherine 
seemed  to  be  occupied  with  some  little  affair 
whilst  the  others  walked  over  to  the  table  ; 
in  reality  she  was  watching  the  officers.  Her 
motherly  heart  was  not  disappointed  in  her  sons; 
like  one  man  they  stood  before  the  table, 
making  the  sign  of  the  cross  and  saying  together 
the  short  Prayer  : 

^'  Bless  us,  0  Lord,  and  this  Thy  gift  which 
we  are  about  to  take  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ, 
Thy  Son,  Amen.  '' 

Then  they  sat  down  and  began  to  talk. 
I  am  more  than  pleased,  my  sons,  that 
you  have  not  forgotten  to  say  your  prayers 
in  the  Regiment,  "  she  said. 
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^^Well,  mother/^  replied  William,  ''there 
is  not  much  chance  to  forget  them  in  our  regi- 
ment. I  was  caught  once  when  in  quite  a 
hurry  by  Captain  Weyers,  the  chaplain  of  the 
division.  I  assure  you  I  would  not  like  to  meet 
him  again  in  similar  circumstances.  I  had 
rather  say  my  prayers  twice  than  forget  them 
and  be  caught  by  Rev.  Captain  Weyers. 

Frederick  corroborated  the  statement  most 
heartily.  ''  It  was  the  best  explanation  I  ever 
got  about  the  meaning  of  our  motto  :  Deo 
et  Ccesari  and  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to 
have  another.  I  have  learned  my  lesson  for 
Ufe. 

''  Hurrah,  for  Captain  Weyers  and  the 
Chaplains  in  general,  ^'  shouted  the  old  colonel 
in  his  rocking  chair,  ''  they  are  the  best  drill- 
ing officers  in  the  army.  I  never  found  much 
use  in  a  soldier  who  did  not  pray.  As  a  rule 
they  are  as  little  inclined  to  bow  to  the  King 
as  they  are  to  God  ^\ 

You  should  hear  Captain  Weyers  about 
that,  said  William,  ''  he  has  a  way  of  his 
own  to  bring  that  home  to  the  soldiers.  He  is 
not  afraid  of  treating  the  officers  as  a  corporal 
is  said  to  treat  a  private.  His  personal  remarks 
are  delivered  in  a  most  military  way,  his  clear 
eyes  piercing  right  through  the  delinquent  ; 
they  are  stern  and  yet  so  kind  that  one  cannot 
feel  the  least  resentment  against  him,  but  sim- 
ply say,  '  thank  you  ^  when  he  is  through. 

''  Before  he  was  appointed  to  our  regiment, 
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continued  Frederick,  corporals  and  even 
oflficers  thought  it  impossible  to  be  a  soldier  and 
not  to  swear.  Well,  one  day  a  young  lieutenant 
was  discharging  quite  a  volley  of  oaths  when 
all  at  once  he  stopped,  for  he  felt  himself  seized 
by  the  arm.  He  looked  around  and  to  his  aston- 
ishment saw  that  it  was  the  new  Divisions 
Chaplain. 

I  do  not  know  to  what  religion  you 
belong,  ^  the  chaplain  said,  '  but  that  is  of  Mttle 
consequence  either.  As  a  gentleman,  I  want 
you  to  choose  your  words  more  carefully,  and 
as  a  soldier  I  would  ask  you  to  show  greater 
respect  for  the  belt  you  wear  ;  for  on  it  you 
read  :  With  God,  for  King  and  Fatherland. 
Use  the  language  that  is  proper  for  a  servant 
of  God  and  of  the  King.  '  That  the  lieutenant 
never  swore  again,  at  least  not  aloud,  is  certain. 
Nor  did  the  others.  I  really  think  Captain, 
the  Rev.  Weyers,  does  more  good  to  the  army 
division  than  all  the  officers  combined. 

Thus  the  conversation  went  from  one  to  the 
other  to  the  great  joy  and  happiness  of  them  all. 
Hermann,  too,  was  attentive  to  everything  and 
heartily  joined  in  the  merriment.  But  his  mother 
observed  that  something  was  going  on  in  her 
youngest  son's  heart. 

It  was  indeed  a  happy  meeting.  Never  were 
parents  prouder,  nor  had  reason  to  be  so,  than  the 
Countess  and  Count  of  Verleburg,  in  the  feeling 
that  their  sons  were  thorough  going  Catholic 
Officers. 
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When  Hermann  kissed  his  mother  good  night, 
he  asked  her,  ^'  Mother,  if  Frederick  admires 
so  much  the  Chaplain  and  says  that  he  does 
more  good  than  the  officers,  why  does  he  not 
try  to  be  hke  him,  a  priest  ? 

Because  he  was  not  called  to  be  a  priest, 
but  an  officer,  my  dear.  That  is  the  place  God 
had  for  him. 

And  how  did  he  find  that  out  ? 

God  told  him  so  by  giving  him  a  great 
desire  to  be  like  his  father,  a  soldier.  He  always 
wanted  to  be  a  soldier.  He  prayed  to  God  to 
show  him  the  way  by  which  He  willed  that  he 
should  come  to  him,  and  it  was  always  the  same 
wish  that  came  uppermost  in  his  heart.  I  want 
to  be  a  soldier.  You  too,  must  pray  to-morrow 
that  God  may  indicate  to  you  the  road  you  have 
to  choose.  The  day  of  First  Holy  Communion 
is  for  many  the  starting  point  of  their  lifers 
vocation.  So  you  must  pray  hard  and  do  not 
forget  your  parents  either.  To-morrow  you 
can  obtain  whatever  you  may  ask  for. 

Mother,  then,  I  will  ask  for  the  vocation  to 
be  a  priest.  )) 

Hush,  darling,  no  more  for  tonight,  pray 
and  God  will  do  the  rest. 

Countess  Catherine  was  too  surprised  to  say 
more  just  then.  She  embraced  her  dear  Ben- 
jamin once  more  and  bid  him  "  good-night  ^\ 


CHAPTER  II 


A  BEAUTIFUL   DAY  AND  A  SAD  OCCURRENCE. 

T  last  the  long  expected  day  had  come, 
the  day  of  First  Holy  Communion.  A  more 
glorious  day  the  little  village  had  never  seen 
before.  The  new-born  spring  had  rapidly  passed 
over  the  fields  and  lavishly  strewn  dainty  flowers 
through  the  deep  green  grass.  The  warm  rays 
of  the  sun  drew  forth  from  the  numerous  blos- 
soms of  the  orchards  a  delicious  perfume,  mix- 
ing it  with  the  fragrant  breeze  from  the  dark 
pine  and  fir  trees  of  the  neighbouring  forests. 
The  harmoniously  deep-voiced  bells  of  St. 
Mary's  were  sending  their  last  invitation  to  the 
marriage  feast  of  the  King's  Son  with  the  souls 
of  the  children,  and  large  crowds  of  faithful  from 
the  adjacent  parishes  flocked  to  St.  Mary's 
as  it  was  a  well  known  fact  that  the  zealous, 
saintly  Father  Francis  of  St.  Mary's  left  nothing 
undone  to  enhance  the  solemnity  of  the  First 
Communion-Day  and  thus  impress  upon  the 
hearts 'of  the  children  a  lasting  memory  of  the 
happiest  day  in  their  life. 

The  way  leading  from  the  school  to  the  church 
was  a  beautiful  arcade  formed  by  the  mighty 
branches  of  old  knotty  chestnut  trees,  all  in 
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flower  ;  and  here  the  people  thronged  together 
on  either  side  of  the  road  to  get  a  glimpse  at 
the  two  hundred  First  Communicants  advancing 
in  solemn  procession  from  the  school.  First 
came  the  girls  dressed  in  white,  their  heads 
encircled  with  evergreen  myrtle,  showing  its 
beautiful  white  blossoms,  the  symbol  of  youth 
and  purity.  Then  followed  the  boys,  clothed 
in  black  and  wearing  on  their  left  arm  white 
sashes  and  on  their  breast  the  symbolic  myrtle. 
All  of  them  carried  burning  candles,  the  emblem 
of  love  and  of  faith.  This  imposing  procession 
proceeded  to  the  church  amidst  hymns  of 
rejoicing.  As  soon  as  the  children  entered  the 
holy  precincts,  they  were  greeted  by  the  full 
accords  of  the  powerful  organ,  leading  the  con- 
gregation in  the  singing  of  the  pathetic  hymn  : 

Suffer  the  little  ones  to  come  to  me 
For  unto  them  is  Heaven's  bHss. 

By  a  special  privilege  the  children  were  allow- 
ed to  take  their  place  in  the  sanctuary,  quite 
close  to  the  Master's  dwelling  place,  the  Taber- 
nacle, and  soon  the  holy  sacrifice  was  offered 
up  to  the  Almighty  Father  in  behalf  of  the  child- 
ren. Good  Father  Francis,  his  face  radiant  with 
joy  as  if  he,  himself,  were  to  receive  his  Crea- 
tor for  the  first  time,  spoke  like  the  Good  Shep- 
herd to  the  innocent  lambs  of  his  flock  a  few 
warm  words  before  Holy  Communion. 

My  dear  children,  you  have  prepared  your- 
selves for  some  time  for  this  most  august  day  of 
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your  life.  I  have  helped  you  to  the  best  of  my 
power  so  that  your  heart  might  be  a  worthy 
temple  of  your  divine  Saviour.  You  have  tried 
to  become  such  by  the  help  of  God's  grace. 
Oh,  dear  children,  I  wish  but  to  ask  you  now 
before  God,  Whom  you  are  going  to  receive  in  a 
few  moments,  in  the  presence  of  the  Congre- 
gation, in  the  presence  of  your  parents,  to  re- 
member the  day  of  your  First  Communion.  It 
is  the  best  and  greatest  of  your  life.  We,  who 
have  grown  old  and  look  back  upon  our  life 
say  so  ;  and  you  too,  will  later  on  confirm 
the  beautiful  words  of  the  great  Napoleon  when 
asked  by  one  of  his  friends,  which  he  considered 
to  have  been  the  greatest  day  of  his  life.  You 
remember  that  this  powerful  emperor  had  con- 
quered most  of  Europe  and  his  victories  were 
almost  innumerable.  He  had  had  many  a  glo- 
ious  day  but  none  had  given  him  real  happiness. 
With  tears  in  his  eyes  he  avowed  that  he  had 
had  but  one  real  happy  day,  the  day  of  his  First 
Communion.  Napoleon  could  have  had  more 
happy  days  than  that,  dear  children,  if  he  had 
but  remembered  the  day  of  his  First  Com- 
munion ;  but  he  turned  away  from  it,  forgot 
the  promises  he  had  made  on  that  day,  attacked 
the  Pope  and  the  Church  and  thus  he  lost  that 
peace  which  a  good  conscience  alone  is  able 
to  give  and  preserve.  Therefore,  dear  children, 
place  in  your  heart  to-day  this  noble  resolution  : 
'  To  keep  what  you  have/  which  is  God's  Holy 
grace,  keeping  your  hearts  for  God.    He  is 
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your  Master  and  to  him  alone  shall  you  have 
to  give  an  account  of  your  life.  Some  of  you, 
God  may  call  for  the  service  of  the  Vineyard  as 
priests.  Listen  to  His  voice  and  say  like  Samuel : 
'  Here  I  am  to  do  Thy  wiU,  0  God.  '  He  is  the 
greatest  King  and  to  be  his  soldier,  is  the  great- 
^t  dignity.  To  see  that  by  your  good  works  you 
assure  your  eternal  salvation,  God  has  given  you 
grace  and  understanding.  He  has  died  for  you 
on  the  Cross  to  save  your  souls,  it  is  true  ; 
but  He  has  given  you  a  free  will  and  He  wants 
you  to  work  with  Him  for  your  salvation.  If 
you  keep  what  you  have,  Grace,  and  work  with 
Him  in  all  things,  you  may  rest  assured  that 
you  shall  have  many  a  beautiful  days  in  your 
life.  And  now  before  the  King  of  kings  enters 
into  your  heart,  dear  children,  I  ask  you  in  His 
name  allegiance  to  his  flag  : 

"  Do  you  beUeve  in  one  God,  in  three  Divine 
Persons  ? 

We  do  beUeve. 

Do  you  believe  in  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son 
of  God,  that  He  died  for  your  sake  on  the  cross, 
rose  again  the  third  day,  ascended  into  heaven 
and  that  He  shall  come  to  judge  the  living  and 
the  dead  ? 

We  do  beUeve. 

Do  you  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost,  a  Church 
that  is  One,  Holy,  Cathohc  and  Apostolic  ?  " 
"  We  do  beUeve. 

"  Do  you  renounce  Satan  and  all  his  works 
and  all  his  pomps  ? 
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We  do  renounce.  " 
Then,  with  magic  effect,  all  the  children  sang 
with  a  clear  full  voice  : 

0  Jesus  Christ,  we  promise  Thee 

To  keep  the  solemn  vows 

Which  we  to-day  on  bended  knee 

Here  in  Thy  presence  take. 
The  solemn  moment  had  come  and  two 
by  two,  the  children  advanced  to  receive  the 
Bread  of  Life.  Then  there  was  some  agitation 
in  the  Sanctuary.  One  of  the  last  two  boys  had, 
just  after  receiving  Holy  Communion,  fainted 
and  was  carried  by  the  sacristan  behind  the 
altar  into  the  vestry.  It  was  Hermann,  the 
youngest  son  of  Colonel  von  Hornstern-Verle- 
burg.  For  some  time  there  was  a  certain  amount 
of  anxiety  among  the  congregation,  for  every 
one  knew  Hermann,  on  account  of  his  ordinary 
ways  "  with  the  poorer  classes,  who  more  than 
once  had  felt  his  love  and  compassion.  He  had 
made  himself  liked  by  his  companions  at  the 
Catechism  class,  though  at  first  he  was  looked 
upon  with  awe  and  reverence  not  simply  on 
account  of  his  stature  that  made  the  others  feel 
like  dwarfs  almost  beside  him,  but  also,  and 
especially,  on  account  of  his  noble  descent.  But 
little  by  little  the  other  children  had  begun  to 
love  the  superior  character  of  Hermann.  His 
military  uniform  did  not  frighten  them  any  more. 
They  had  found  that  his  clear  blue  eyes  were 
kindness  itself,  and  many  a  time  they  wouldcome 
home  and  tell  their  parents  that  Hermann  von 
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Verleburg  was  just  like  one  of  them  ^\  Thus 
it  can  easily  be  understood  why  the  people  were 
so  anxious  to  know  what  had  happened  to  him 
and  when  Mass  was  finished  and  Hermann  was 
not  seen  in  the  procession  back  to  the  school, 
Father  Francis  was  literally  stormed  with  quest- 
ions from  all  sides.  All  the  answer  he  could 
give  was  that  Hermann  had  fainted  after  Holy 
Communion  and  that  he  would  no  doubt  be 
all  right,  since  he  had  been  taken  back  to  the 
Manor-House  at  once  by  the  Colonel. 

Later  in  the  afternoon,  however,  news  was 
received  that  Hermann  had  not  yet  recovered, 
but  was  still  lying  in  an  unconscious  condition. 
Doctors  were  supposed  to  have  said,  according 
to  the  village  gossip,  that  he  was  dying  from 
heart-stroke.  This  was  however  contradicted  by 
others.  But,  as  it  was,  over  the  long  expected 
beautiful  day  of  First  Communion  had  spread 
a  cloud  which  even  the  most  glorious  sun  was 
not  able  to  disperse. 


CHAPTER  III 


A  STARTLING  VISION  AND  ITS  EFFECT. 

HEN  Hermann  woke  up  about  half  an  hour 
after  he  had  fainted  in  the  Sanctuary,  he 
found  himself  to  his  great  surprise  in  bed.  The 
sun  was  sending  his  warmest  rays  through  the 
heavy  lace  curtains,  which,  as  he  well  knew,  could 
only  happen  in  the  afternoon  as  his  apartment 
was  towards  the  west.  Something  icy  cold  was 
lying  across  his  forehead  and  down  over  the 
temples.  He  removed  this  slowly  and  saw 
better.  There  were  his  mother  and  Teresa,  and 
two  lions  on  the  armory  were  staring  from  the 
ceiling  straight  at  him  as  if  they  had  never  seen 
him  before  or  did  not  recognize  him.  He  could 
not  believe  his  eyes  ;  so  he  rubbed  them,  but 
everything  remained  the  same. 

Before  he  had  time  to  express  his  astonish- 
ment, his  mother  was  leaning  over  him. 

^'  Do  not  move  too  much,  darUng,  it's  all  right; 
you  niust  keep  quiet.  The  doctor  says  you  will 
be  better  by  to-morrow.  " 

The  doctor  ?  "  he  gasped  incredulously. 
Yes,  darhng,  don't  you  remember  that  you 
did  not  feel  well,  that  you  fainted  after  Holy 
Communion  ?  " 
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Yes,  and  you  scared  the  life  out  of  me,  " 
added  little  Teresa.  I  was  just  wishing  I  could 
receive  Holy  Communion  with  you,  for  it  must 
be  nice  to  receive  Jesus  in  one^s  heart.  But  then 
you  went  up  to  the  altar  with  Cousin  Louis. 
You  looked  nice,  like  St.  John  whom  Jesus 
loved,  as  mother  told  us,  and  when  you  turned 
to  go  back  to  your  place,  you  gave  a  little 
shout  and  fell.  My,  I  was  frightened.  You  were 
as  white  as  this  dress  I  wear  ;  Louis  kept  you  up 
till  a  gentleman  from  behind  the  altar  brought 
you  out  into  the  carriage. 

^'  Then  it  is  all  true  ?  I  have  been  to  Holy 
Communion  and  received  our  blessed  Lord, 
with  all  his  glory  ?  Oh  !  it  is  too  nice,  mother, 
I  cannot  believe  it.  Did  the  others  faint  too  ? 
Because  I  know  they  would  if  they  received 
Holy  Commimion  as  I  did. 

His  face  was  radiant  with  joy  and  happiness 
and  crystal-like  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks  upon 
the  snow  white  pillows.  He  closed  his  eyes  as 
if  to  call  back  something  very  dear  to  him. 

Mamma,  he  is  worse  again,  ^'  whispered 
little  Teresa  in  sisterly  anxiety.  She  moved  on 
tip-toe  to  the  other  side  of  the  bed  and  before 
the  Countess  had  time  to  tell  her  not  to  disturb 
him,  had  pressed  a  gentle  little  kiss  upon  her 
brother's  forehead.  Hermann  opened  his  eyes, 
moist  with  tears.  But  in  them  was  that  infinite 
joy  combined  with  resigned  sadness  which  we 
discover  sometimes  on  the  face  of  friends  that 
love  each  other  most  tenderly  and  meet  after 
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a  long  absence,  with  the  conviction,  that  they 
must  separate  soon,  perhaps  for  ever. 

0,  mother,  it  was  nice.  I  wish  I  could  go 
to  Holy  Communion  again  just  now.  When  can 
I  go  again  ? 

Hush,  darling,  you  must  not  think  and  speak 
so  much  just  now.  You  are  tired  and  not  well. 
You  must  sleep  and  rest  for  a  time.  We  will 
leave  you  now  and  not  disturb  you.  Teresa,  draw 
the  curtains  that  the  light  may  be  kept  out.  He 
will  sleep  better  in  the  dark. 

The  Countess  rose,  and  Teresa  was  about  to  do 
as  she  had  been  told  when  Hermann  interfered. 

"  No,  mamma,  yon  must  not  go.  I  want  to 
ask  you  something.  I  want  you  to  stay.  I  am 
not  sick.  I  feel  quite  well.  But  I  am  so  happy 
and  so  glad  since  I  received  Holy  Communion, 
that  I  cannot  help  weeping  for  joy.  I  want  to 
have  a  good  talk  with  you.  I  must  ask  you  some- 
thing. 

May  I  stay  too,  Hermann  ?  asked  Teresa 
in  her  affectionate  tone  of  voice  and  enforcing 
her  petition  with  a  kiss. 

Hermann  looked  at  her  with  an  inquiring 
glance  as  much  as  to  say :  well,  if  you  can  keep 
those  red  lips  of  yours  closed  and  not  speak  to 
any  one,  not  even  to  papa  or  the  governess, 
you  may.  Teresa  understood  this  look  and  sim- 
ply gave  him  another  kiss,  this  time  on  his 
lips  as  a  pledge  of  secrecy. 

The  Countess  sat  down  again  by  the  bed  side. 
Hermann  took  her  hands  and   then  looked 


The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg  19 

straight  into  his  mother's  wondering  eyes.  She 
caressed  his  rich  hair  as  if  to  inspire  him  with 
the  utmost  confidence,  thus  waiting  for  the 
question.  It  came  very  quickly  and  in  a  man- 
ner that  was  sure  of  the  answer  before  it  was 
uttered. 

Mother,  can  it  be  wrong  for  me  not  to  want 
to  be  a  soldier  as  father  says  I  have  to  be  ?  No, 
that  is  not  what  I  meant  to  say,  —  I  want  to 
know  whether  or  not  it  is  wrong  of  me  to  want 
to  be  a  better  soldier  than  my  father  and  my 
brothers. 

Of  all  the  questions  Hermann  might  have 
asked,  this  was  certainly  the  last  she  had  expect- 
ed. What  could  he  mean  ?  what  was  she  to 
answer  ?  She  did  not  know  for  the  moment  and 
kept  on  caressing  the  looks  of  her  darling  boy 
as  if  to  get  the  right  answer  from  Hermann's 
own  head. 

Is  it  wrong  of  me  ?  '' 

The  caressing  hand  stopped  and  the  mother's 
voice  gave  a  mother's  answer,  true,  honest, 
open,  without  paying  attention  to  what  might 
be  the  consequences  for  Hermann  or  for  herself. 

I  think,  dear  child,  you  can  never  do  wrong 
in  trying  to  be  a  better  soldier  than  your  bro- 
thers or  even  than  your  father.  Never  mind 
how  clever  and  tactful  a  soldier  he  may  be,  he 
cannot  be  the  limit  of  human  achievement  in 
military  proficiency.  There  is  room  for  improve- 
ment in  even  the  best  and  cleverest  of  soldiers. 
So  you  may  certainly  try  to  be  a  better  soldier 
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than  ever  your  father,  though,  my  darling,  I 
shall  praise  God  and  bless  you  till  the  last 
moment  of  my  life,  if  you  become  as  good  as  the 
rest  of  our  family. 

^'  Thanks,  mother,  then  I  want  to  be  a  priest/' 
This  was  without  gainsay  a  revelation  to  the 
astonished  Countess  ;  though  she  had  always 
cherished  the  desire  in  her  heart  to  see  one  of 
her  sons  a  priest,  she  could  hardly  believe  her 
own  ears.  She  knew  that  the  Count,  though  a 
Catholic  and  a  great  friend  of  Father  Francis, 
would  not  give  up  his  little  pet,  as  he  called  him, 
to  that  state  of  life.  She  anticipated  the  struggle, 
this  disappointment  of  his  fatherly  ambition 
would  arouse,  and  that  he  would  only  yield  if 
forced  to  it.  She,  herself,  she  sknew,  would  feel 
this  very  keenly.  Every  heroic  action  requires 
a  sacrifice  and  never  mind  how  willing  we  are 
to  do  something  for  God,  our  nature  rebels 
just  at  the  time  we  set  about  to  do  it.  Such 
was  the  situation  into  which  the  Countess  had 
been  thrown  by  her  son's  question.  Her  eyes 
j&lled  with  tears  as  she  looked  around  the  room 
anxious  to  hide  them  from  the  observation  of 
Hermann.  But  there  she  came  to  a  sudden 
decision.  The  two  lions  on  the  armory  of  Ver- 
leburg seemed  to  look  more  fiercely  than  usual 
from  the  ceiling.  They  pointed  to  the  chalice 
and  the  sword  and  claimed  fidelity  to  the  de- 
vice :  Deo  et  Ccesari  —  for  God  and  the  King. 
This  gave  courage  to  the  mother's  heart.  Much 
had  been  dono  by  the  Verleburgers  for  many 
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centuries  for  the  king  and,  though  God  had  not 
been  forgotten,  only  three  of  the  house  were 
marked  in  the  chronicles  of  the  family  as  con- 
secrated to  the  service  of  God.  It  was  therefore 
not  too  much  if  God  would  call  another  to  work 
in  his  vineyard.  And  the  mother  spoke  the 
fiat  in  her  generous  heart.  But  prudence  prompt- 
ed her  not  to  be  too  hasty  in  her  outward  deci- 
sion, but  rather  try  to  find  the  motives  of  Her- 
mann's resolution  and  then  strengthen  it  by  an 
apparent  opposition. 

What  on  earth  has  given  you  that  idea,  dear 
child  ?  ''  she  said,  as  if  hurt  by  his  assertion. 

That  is  something  of  which  you  have  never 
spoken,  which  you  never  intended  to  be,  because 
you  knew  nothing  about  it.  You  should  not  be 
so  quick  in  the  choice  of  your  vocation.  That 
takes  time  and  only  God  can  tell  you  what  you 
are  going  to  be.  '' 

Then  I  am  going  to  be  a  priest, ''  interrupt- 
ed Hermann,  then  I  am  going  to  be  a  priest. 
I  am  sure  of  it,  mother.  It  is  true,  I  never  spoke 
of  it,  but  I  prayed  for  it,  and  now  to-day  God 
told  me  in  Holy  Communion,  that  I  had  to  be 
a  priest.  '' 

Hermann  stopped  all  of  a  sudden.  He  had 
caught  Teresa's  eyes  staring  at  him  reproach- 
fully from  beneath  the  dark  eye  lashes.  Before 
he  could  proceed  with  his  narration  with  ease, 
he  had  to  find  out  the  reason  of  this  stare. 

What  are  you  looking  te  me  for,  like  that  ?" 
he  asked  in  a  half  ofifended  voice. 
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"  Because  if  you  want  to  be  a  priest,  as  I 
would  like  you  to  be,  you  should  tell  the  truth  as 
it  is.  For  you  know  that  you  have  thought  of 
it  before  now,  when  you  used  to  say  Holy  Mass 
with  the  big  photo-album  and  asked  me  to  be 
at  the  same  time  your  server  and  congregation. 
You  said  then  that  you  wanted  to  be  like 
Father  Francis,  who  is  a  priest,  I  suppose. 

"  Well,  that  was  only  playing  priest,  just  as 
we  used  to  play  soldiers  or  as  you  used  to  pre- 
tend to  be  a  nun.  But  now  I  am  serious.  I  do 
no  longer  want  to  play  priest,  I  want  to  be  one. 

Teresa  showed  the  nicest  pink  flush  on  her 
oval  face,  but  said  nothing. 

And  what  has  given  you  that  determina- 
tion ?    insisted  the  Countess. 

You  remember,  mother,  how  William  and 
Frederick  praised  the  Rev.  Captain  Weyers 
for  the  great  work  and  the  splendid  service  he 
renders  to  the  soldiers,  and  papa  himself  said 
that  chaplains  were  the  best  officers  in  the 
German  army,  and  when  papa  says  something 
you  know  it  must  be  true  all  ovpr.  Well,  that 
set  me  thinking.  That  is  why  I  asked  you  last 
night  the  reason  of  William  and  Frederick  not 
becoming  priests.  You  told  me  to  pray  to-day 
that  God  might  show  me  the  path  for  my  life. 
I  did  so.  God  showed  me  the  way.  '  Keep  your 
heart  for  God.  To  Him  alone  you  have  to  give 
an  account  of  your  life.  He  is  the  greatest  king 
and  to  serve  him  the  greatest  dignity, '  said 
Fr.  Francis.  Something  seemed  to  move  within 
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my  very  soul,  that  cried  out  :  You  must  be 
a  priest ;  until  my  whole  being  joined  in  the 
chorus  :  ^  I'll  serve  him  as  my  king'.  It  was 
a  beautiful  strain  sweet  as  music.  My  body  and 
soul  claimed  that  dignity  of  serving  him,  the 
King  of  kings.  I  did  not  know  or  notice  any- 
thing after  that  aroimd  me.  I  think  I  walked 
up  with  cousin  Louis  to  receive  Holy  Commu- 
nion, but  did  not  realize  him  at  all.  My  eyes 
were  taken  up  with  something  so  beautiful  that 
I  forgot  everything  else.  I  saw  at  the  altar  not 
Fr.  Francis,  but  some  one  else  in  garments  as 
white  as  snow  and  all  radiant  with  precious 
gems  and  stones.  The  gorgeous  stole  was  kept 
in  the  form  of  a  cross  on  his  chest  by  a  gold 
girdle.  His  hair  floated  in  golden  locks  down  his 
shoulders.  His  face  was  as  bright  as  the  sun,  but 
so  kind,  so  pure  and  holy  that  I  should  have 
liked  to  look  upon  it  forever.  "  Hermann  wept 
at  the  recollection  of  it  —  but  I  could  see  it 
only  for  a  second,  when  he  gave  me  Holy  Com- 
munion which  seemed  to  be  like  Him,  a  most 
wonderful  thing,  and  told  me  :  you  are  a  soldier, 
follow  me.  I  did  not  say  anything  because  I 
could  not,  but  the  look  he  gave  me,  took  my 
answer  :  ^  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  will and  I  fell 
to  the  ground  overpowered.  Oh,  it  was  so  nice, 
mother,  the  very  thought  of  it  makes  me  so 
happy  and  so  sorry  at  the  same  time.  But  I  am 
going  to  be  a  pricvst.  " 

There  was  something  so  simple  and  sincere  and 
so  mysteriously  touching  in  this  extraordinary 
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narration  that  the  Countess  could  not  find  words 
to  speak.  But  she  drew  Hermann  nearer  to  her 
bosom  and  dropped  large  tears  of  joy  and  emo- 
tion into  the  blond  locks  of  her  darling  boy. 
Teresa  on  seeing  this  joined  in  Hkewise  as  she 
was  wont  to  do  whenever  her  dear  manmia 
or  Hermann  was  grieved.  She  would  have  done 
the  same  for  papa  at  any  time,  had  he  been  in 
sorrow,  but  being  a  soldier  and  a  Verleburger 
colonel,  he  seemed  not  to  be  able  to  lower  him- 
self to  such  unmilitary  exercises.  He  had  learn- 
ed on  the  battleffield  to  master  his  feelings. 

Well,  my  dear  boy,  if  God  calls  you  to  be 
His  soldier  as  a  priest,  He  will  keep  and  guide 
you  Himself  and  no  one  else  will  be  able  to  pre- 
vent Him  from  taking  and  keeping  you.  His 
ways  are  mysterious  and  in  many  things  beyond 
our  comprehension.  You  must  strive  to  obtain 
light  and  help  in  prayers,  for  it  is  not  easy  to 
be  a  priest.  Priests  have  many  hardships  to 
suffer  and  no  thanks  to  expect  from  the  people 
for  whom  they  work.  People  expect  them  to 
smile  even  when  attacked  by  them.  It  must  be 
very  hard  to  put  up  with  all  this.  " 

^'  But  lather  Francis  is  always  smiling  and 
gay  and  joyful  and  certainly  must  be  very  happy. 
He  must  have  made  a  good  first  Communion, 
Teresa  interjected,  don't  you  think  so,  mam- 
ma ?  Next  year  when  I  shall  go  to  first  Commu- 
munion  I  shall  ask  him  to  prepare  me  as  he  did 
Hermann.  Perhaps  Jesus  will  call  me  to  be  a 
worker  in  His  vinyeard  as  a  — 
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Why,  Teresa,  you  cannot  be  a  priest, 
shouted  Hermann  almost  triumphantly. 

^'  I  know  that,  and  I  was  not  going  to  say 
that  either,  I  meant  to  say  a — 

Nun  ?  completed  the  colonel  and  thus 
introduced  himself  suddenly  to  the  secret  society 
of  Hermann,  the  Countess  and  Teresa.  Lunch 
was  finished,  he  said,  and  Fr.  Francis  had  made 
inquiries  about  the  condition  of  Herniann.  So 
the  colonel  had  come  to  see,  but  had  heard  all. 

You  must  have  had  a  beautiful  dream,  my 
boy,  after  your  fainting  in  church  judging  by 
what  I  heard  behind  the  curtains.  You  feel 
better  ?  Yes,  you  look  it  too.  I  always  said  that 
your  health  was  not  so  strong  as  it  seems  to  be. 
You  have  grown  too  quickly  so  that  your  health 
is  not  proportioned  to  your  size.  You  are  even 
a  little  nervous.  Of  course  that  will  be  all  right 
in  due  time  ;  the  regular  training  at  the  military 
school  will  do  you  a  deal  of  good.  You  had  better 
take  a  rest  now,  to  get  over  the  strain  of  this 
morning.  Shall  I  tell  Fr.  Francis  that  you  are 
doing  well,  or  would  you  rather  see  him  your- 
self ? 

Thanks  you,  papa,  I  shall  be  very  pleased 
to  speak  to  him.  Do  tell  him  to  come  up. 

A  few  minutes  later  good  Father  Francis  ent- 
ered, his  face  all  shining  with  joy  to-day  more 
than  usual.  First  Communion  day  was  his  prin- 
cipal day  of  rejoicing,  as  he  openly  avowed, 
though  everybody  could  see  it  in  his  face.  Fre- 
derick and  William  followed.    After  the  usual 
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greetings  were  exchanged,  the  Verleburg  Family 
sat  down  on  the  rich  divan  chairs  to  celebrate 
Hermann's  most  beautiful  day  in  life  as  best  as 
possible. 

And  how  is  the  little  disturber  of  today's 
ceremony  feeling  by  this  time  V  Fr.  Francis 
asked  with  his  all  paternal  smile  and  taking 
Hermann's  hand.  You  know  this  is  the  first 
time  such  an  accident  has  occurred  during  my 
twenty-six  years  of  parish  work,  and  I  hope  it 
will  be  the  last  too.  Look  here,  you,  a  son  of  the 
colonel,  should  have  more  mastery  over  your- 
self than  that ;  why,  it  is  enough  to  be  ashamed 
of,  you  know.  " 

^'  That  is  what  I  say,  "  corroborated  Wilham. 
"  When  I  went  to  First  Holy  Communion,  I 
was  not  so  strong  as  he  and  the  ceremonies 
were  much  longer,  but  my  knees  did  not  give 
way,  I  assure  you.  " 

But  your  stomach  almost  gave  way,  '* 
retorted  Frederick,  and  you  were  jolly  glad 
when  everything  was  over,  the  same  as  myself, 
I  remember  that  all  right.  Ha  1  ha  !  " 

^'  Father,  I  am  very  sorry  if  I  have  caused 
any  disturbance,  it  was  not  nice,  I  know  ;  but 
I  could  not  help  it.  I  will  not  do  it  again,  you 
know,  I  go  only  once  to  First  Communion.  As 
for  to-day,  I  am  so  happy  that  I  do  not  mind 
being  scolded.  And  I  thank  you  very  much, 
Reverend  Father,  for  having  made  everything 
so  nice,  for  having  prepared  me  as  you  did. 
I  shall  never  forget  this  day  nor  you  who  made 
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it  what  it  has  been  for  me.  And  he  kissed 
lovingly  the  hand  of  the  minister  of  God  who 
had  given  to  him  the  Saviom-  under  such  extra- 
ordinary circumstances. 

Then  the  Colonel  related  what  he  had  heard 
and  gave  his  version  to  it  as  a  dream  very  appro- 
priate for  the  day  of  First  Communion. 

It  is  nothing  but  a  dream,  the  outcome  of 
an  excited  imagination,  he  said  ;  but  Hermann 
shook  his  head  as  if  in  sign  of  non-compliance 
with  his  father^s  idea,  You  were  thinking  too 
much  of  Holy  Communion,  as  is  but  right.  You 
knew  that  it  is  our  Lord  who  comes  to  us.  Then 
you  fainted  and  your  imagination  set  to  work 
when  you  were  slumbering  in  bed.  It  is  quite 
natural,  you  know. 

Well,  even  if  it  was  a  dream,  there  might 
be  something  in  it,  remarked  Frederick.  You 
know  Joseph  of  Egypt  dreamed  something  very 
remarkable,  almost  incredible,  which  took  place 
nevertheless. 

Oh,  that  was  thousands  of  years  ago,  re- 
plied the  Colonel ;  but  now-a-days  there  is 
nothing  in  dreams.  Don^t  you  think  so,  Father 
Francis  ? 

I  don^t  think  that  I  can  take  your  point  of 
view.  Colonel,  replied  the  priest.  Without 
wishing  to  conform  to  the  statement  of  Her- 
mann, I  think  God  can  do  to-day  what  he  did 
thousands  of  years  ago.  Besides,  I  am  greatly 
inclined  to  believe  that  I  have  evident  proof  of 
it,  by  my  own  experience.  One  night  I  dreamed 
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that  I  heard  a  carriage  come  rolling  over  the 
bridge  close  to  the  presbytery  and  stopping  in 
front  of  the  house.  Then  some  one  knocked  at 
the  door  and  called  in  a  great  hurry  :   '  For 
God's  sake,  Father,  quick,  quick,  to  administer 
Mr.  N.  W. '  I  got  up  and  looked  through  the 
window  but  saw  no  one.   This  dream  however 
had  made  on  me  such  a  serious  impression  thai 
I  dressed  and  waited  in  case  that  the  driver 
might  have  gone  to  the  store  —  the  druggist,  — 
to  get  some  medicine  or  the  doctor.  I  was  hard- 
ly dressed,  when  I  heard  the  same  sound,  but 
this  time  I  saw  the  carriage.  I  hurried  down  and 
off  we  went.  I  had  just  time  to  administer  the 
last  sacraments  to  the  dying  man  when  he  ex- 
pired.  I  asked  the  driver  on  the  way  home,  if 
he  had  called  on  me  before  that,  and  he  assured 
me  that  he  came  just  once  and  he  was  quite  as- 
tonished to  iBnd  me  ready  to  go  along  with  him. 
God  has  special  ways  of  His  own,  that  seem  to 
us  unusual  but  are  to  Him  quite  natural.  " 
No  doubt,  no  doubt,      said  the  Colonel. 
But  I  think  that  Hermann  will  soon  forget 
everything  about  to-day's  excitement  when  he 
has  found  a  better  occupation  at  the  military 
school.  My,  what  a  fine  decoration  he  will  be  for 
the  Cuirassier-regiment,  my  own  !  I  tried  hard 
to  get  Frederick  and  WiUiam  to  join  it, ''  he 
said  to  Father  Francis,    but  they  had  not  the 
required  height,  nor  the  liking  for  it  either,  a8 
they  said,  though  I  do  not  believe  it  even  now. 
There  is  no  regiment  in  the  whole  German  army 
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that  can  stand  a  comparison  with  it.  My  pride 
and  glory  rests  with  the  success  of  Hermann 
as  my  successor  in  the  regiment. 

^'  It  almost  sounds  as  if  the  Uhlans  had  done 
as  yet  nothing  to  merit  even  the  slightest  re- 
cognition, the  two  young  officers  remarked 
in  one  voice.  Surely  our  regiment  did  some 
thing  else  than  dish-washing  for  the  Cuirassiers 
at  the  battle  of  Vionville.  You,  yourself,  told 
us  often  about  the  courage  they  displayed  and 
that  you  owed  your  life  to  the  timely  intervention 
of  one  of  our  men,  when  the  deadly  batteries  of 
the  French  swept  the  whole  cuirassiers  regiment 
into  the  grave,  except  ten.  It  was  a  win-or-die 
charge  of  the  Uhlans,  who  with  flying  colors 
and  lowered  lances,  dispersed  the  enemy  like 
flies  and  saved  your  flag.  That^s  what  we  call 
a  fine  regiment,  eh  ?  and  that  is  why  we  joined 
the  regiment,  papa,  and  are  proud  of  it,  too.'^ 

*^  There  is  some  truth  in  that,  my  boys, 
said  the  colonel,  proud  of  his  enthusiastic  sons, 
^  but  you  know  that  was  only  a  friendly  help 
out.  By  training,  however,  and  calhng  the  white 
and  black  cuirassiers  are  the  only  ones  to  clear 
the  way  with  their  mighty,  irresistible  swords 
when  no  one  else  will  and  can  do  it.  Is  that  not 
the  case,  my  boys  ? 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  good  in  aU  our  re- 
giments, "  suggested  Father  Francis,  and  his- 
tory tells  us  that  one  needs  the  other.  It  is  like 
the  different  Orders  of  the  Church.  Each  has  a 
special  calling  differing  from  that  of  another, 
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but  all  needing  the  assistance  of  the  others  to 
do  the  work  of  God  has  chosen  for  them. 

Hermann  was  all  attention,  and  wrote  these 
words  down  in  his  heart. 

^'  It  sounds  to  me  to  be  a  question  of  sour 
grapes/'  the  Countess  interposed  with  the 
wisdom  of  Solomon.  ^'  A  Cuirassier  canont  be 
a  Uhlan  and  a  Uhlan  cannot  be  a  Cuirassier, 
by  reason  of  their  weight. 

And  that  will  settle  the  question  with  regard 
to  Hermann's  choice,  my  dear  wife, ''echoed 
the  Colonel  in  a  jubilant  voice.  God  has  given 
him  hitherto  such  a  bodily  constitution  as  to 
entitle  me  to  say  :  he  will  be  my  successor  in 
my  regiment,  a  grace  which  he  refused  to 
Frederick  and  WiUiam.    Ha  !    ha  !  " 

Thus  man  proposes  and  God  disposes.  Fr. 
Francis  had  soon  to  leave  for  Vespers,  so  they 
all  accompanied  him  down  the  broad  staircase 
to  the  hall. 

Hermann  seems  to  do  well,  "Fr.  Francis 
remarked  as  he  was  about  to  go.  "  Never  in 
all  my  life  did  I  see  such  a  beautiful  face  as 
that  of  little  Hermann  when  he  received  Holy 
Communion.  The  artistic  angels  of  Fra  An- 
gelico  are  nothing  to  it.  I  shall  never  forget 
it  in  ail  my  life.    And  now  good-bye.  " 

Ir.  I  rancis  turned  and  left  his  good  friends. 
He  walked  slowly  towards  the  archway,  musing 
about  something  he  could  not  quite  grasp. 
Now  and  then  he  would  move  a  little  pebble 
out  of  the  way  with  his  walking  stick  as  if 
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it  prevented  him  from  getting  at  the  truth. 

Deo  et  Ccesari — for  God  and  the  king/' 
the  Hons  seemed  to  whisper  from  above  the 
archway.  And  Fr.  Francis^wondered  if  that  was 
the  sokition. 


CHAPTER  IV 


A  JUST  KEFUSAL  BREAFS  AN  OLD  FRIENDSHIP. 

NCE  or  twice  mention  has  been  made  of 
Cousin  Louis,  appearing  and  disappearing 
as  mysteriously  as  Melchisedech  after  the  vic- 
tory of  Abraham,  Louis,  however,  though  coming 
in  hke  that  high  priest  without  announcing 
himself,  did  not  leave  this  world  of  wonder 
in  the  same  way.  In  his  life  he  had  many  an 
experience,  and  was  talked  about  a  great  deal 
by  friends  and  foes,  as  is  the  gase  with  any 
personality  that  makes  itself  conspicuous  by 
actions  sometimes  good,  but  mostly  bad,  and 
then  astonishes  everybody  by  an  unexpected 
end.  Some  remember  him  as  a  hero,  while 
others  simply  look  upon  him  as  a  zero  from 
every  point  of  view. 

Louis,  at  the  time  of  which  we  speak,  was 
a  boy  of  about  the  same  age  and  size  of  Her- 
mann, but  as  to  natural  beauty  by  far  his 
inferior.  His  hair  was  between  brown  and  red 
of  a  shade  that  was  not  like  much  by  any  one. 
His  features,  though  regular,  wei^e  marred  by 
freckles.  The  eyes,  overshadowed  by  long  eye- 
lashes, were  of  the  same  color  as  the  hair, 
very  bright  and  intelligent.  His  bodily  frame 
was  well  built  and  symmetrical. 
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His  father  was  the  Count  von  Stolzenburg, 
a  man  of  very  superior  talents,  but  one  of  those 
numerous  characters  that  know  not  how  to 
make  use  of  them.  His  great  genius  served  him 
little  and  his  life  was  but  an  alternation  of 
noble  and  unprincipled  deeds.  The  most  prom- 
inent of  the  latter  were  :  first,  that  he  had 
married  a  lady  rather  for  her  beauty  than  for 
her  moral  character,  and  when  she  died  after 
giving  him  one  only  son,  but  a  lot  of  trouble 
and  unhappiness,  he  made  himself  guilty  of 
the  second  and  still  greater  blunder,  namely, 
that  of  seeking  his  consolation  in  horse-racing 
and  gambling. 

Large  sums  of  money  were  thrown  away 
in  this  manner  and  people  praised  the  Count 
as  happy  for  two  reasons  only  :  for  having 
but  one  son  to  provide  for,  and  for  finding  in 
his  cousin  and  neighbour,  the  Count  of  Horns- 
tein- Verleburg,  a  good  and  never  failing  friend. 
Soon  there  was  a  change  in  the  appearance 
of  the  von  Stolzenbm-g  estate  ;  the  visitors 
became  less  numerous  and  at  greater  intervals, 
because  the  rich  hunting  domain  had  been 
transferred  to  the  Count  of  Verleburg  for  ten 
years  for  a  large  sum  of  money  to  help  the 
gambler  out  of  difficulties.  Instead  of  having 
four  black  steeds  before  their  landau,  two 
have  to  be  sufficient  ;  the  others  had  been 
sacrificed  to  the  races.  The  beautiful  oak 
forests  were  cut  down  to  bring  in  the  money 
lost  in  other  gamblings.     For  generations  it 
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had  been  considered  a  crime  to  touch  these 
old  oak  forests,  full  of  silence,  of  fear,  of  allu- 
rements, of  secrets,  but  also  of  peace  ;  but 
the  demon  of  racing  and  betting  claimed  that 
sacrifice  from  the  heart  of  the  estate. 

This  was  the  time  Louis  went  to  Holy 
Communion  together  with  his  cousin  Hermann. 
He  had  been  left  almost  completely  in  the 
charge  of  his  governess,  a  thorough  Catholic, 
who  had  tried  hard  to  replace  a  good  mother 
at  his  side.  Louis,  as  a  rule,  had  been  very 
obedient  to  her,  but  now  and  then  he  gave 
evident  signs  of  a  rebellious  and  adventurous 
nature,  inherited  from  his  mother.  The  best  and 
only  cure  at  those  moments  was  to  take  him 
right  away  to  his  uncle,  the  Colonel  Frederick 
von  Verleburg,  who  there  and  then  would  settle 
the  difficulty  by  a  real  military  calling  down,  or 
with  the  fiat  side  of  the  sword  or  both  at  the 
same  time. 

The  Colonel  liked  Louis  and  he  pitied  him 
thinking  it  was  not  altogether  his  fault.  He 
had  had  too  much  liberty,  too  much  of  his 
own  will.  Under  a  firm  master  he  would  cer- 
tainly become  a  good  man.  But  who  was  to 
take  care  of  him  ?  His  father  decidedly  would 
not,  that  was  clear  and  there  were  no  relatives, 
no  kind  aunts  or  uncles,  except  the  Verleburgers. 
Should  they  have  to  step  in  and  look  after 
the  education  of  the  boy  ? 

This  was  the  subject  of  the  Colonel's  thoughts, 
as  one  afternoon  he  stood  near  the  window 
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of  the  library  and  gazed  over  the  firs  and  oaks 
of  the  far  stretching  forests,  decked  in  the 
scarlet  and  flame  color  of  the  autumn,  when 
a  visitor  was  announced  who  was  no  other 
than  the  Count  von  Stolzenburg  himself. 

How  do  you  do,  my  dear  cousin  Frederick  ? 
I  am  so  pleased  to  see  you,  upon  my  word  I 
am,  were  the  Gount^s  words  as  he  entered  and 
shook  hands  with  his  cousin. 

The  Colonel,  it  must  be  said,  was  always 
pleased  to  see  his  cousin  and  comrade  in  battle. 
They  had  fought,  so  to  speak,  side  by  side,  and 
the  cousin  had  saved  his  life  in  the  sharp  en- 
counter at  Vionville,  of  which  in  another 
chapter  Frederick  has  niade  mention.  The 
Colonel,  not  heeding  a  wound  in  his  left  arm 
was  leading  his  decimated  regiment  to  a  re- 
newed attack,  when  by  some  inexplicable  chance 
he  found  himself  cut  off  from  the  rest  of  his  men 
and  in  close  quarters  with  two  horsemen  of 
the  enemy.  Captain  von  Stolzenburg  realized 
the  danger  and  came  to  the  rescue  at  the  risk 
of  his  own  life,  ran  his  lance  through  one  of  the 
enemies  and  lifted  him  clean  out  of  the  saddle. 
The  other  man  was  attended  to  by  the  Colonel 
himself. 

I  owe  you  my  life,  cousin,  and  I  shall  not 
forget  it,  were  the  simple  words  of  the  Colonel. 
Many  a  rime  he  had  been  reminded  of  them, 
too,  since  then,  and  he  always  was  ready  to 
do  what  he  could.  He  would  often  grumble  and 
be  angry  with  his  cousin  for  the  extravagant 
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unprincipled  way  of  wasting  his  money,  but 
whenever  he  met  him  face  to  face  all  the  wrath 
would  disappear  before  the  smooth  wordy  but 
lachrymose  language  of  his  old  companion. 
So  the  Colonel  was  pleased  and  he  told  him 
so. 

I  am  very  well,  and  you,  cousin  Henry  ? 
I  am  more  than  pleased  to  see  you.  I  almost 
think  that  you  do  not  like  to  come  to  see  us 
anymore,  judging  by  your  prolonged  absence. 
I  called  on  you  the  other  day,  but  found  that 
you  had  set  out  on  a  journey.  When  did  you 
get  back  ?  " 

Just  this  morning,  cousin,  and  upon  my 
word  I  am  very  tired  ;  but  to  prove  you  that 
indeed  I  do  like  coming  here,  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  call  on  you  at  once.  Of  course,  you  will 
excuse  me,  if  I  come  perhaps  at  an  uncanoni- 
cal  hour  and  take  some  of  your  time  that  would 
certainly  be  better  employed  in  attending  to 
your  multitudinous  affairs  as  father,  husband, 
colonel,  and  —  not  the  least  —  protector  of 
the  poor  and  needy,  than  to  me.  But  bad 
luck,  dear  Frederick,  has  obliged  me,  —  here  his 
voice  broke  and  tears  began  to  gather  beneath 
his  grey  eyelashes  —  to  call  once  more  upon 
you  as  my  one  and  only  true  friend,  a  friend  in 
need.  Believe  me,  I  am  ashamed,  upon  my 
word  of  honor,  I  am,  to  find  myself  in  the 
painful  necessity  of  casting  the  anchor  of  my 
hope  again  into  the  sea  of  your  kindness.  Upon 
my  word,  I  am  ashamed. 
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And  what  is  the  trouble  this  time  ?  The 
same  as  last  time  you  called  on  me 

Precisely  the  same,  upon  my  word,  but  a 
great  deal  worse.  Oh,  for  all  the  senate  of  the 
pagan  gods,  what  a  situation  to  be  in  !  Poor 
von  Stolzenburg  moaned  and  sighed  almost 
in  despair.  His  head  was  bent  down  like  that  of 
a  culprit,  who  has  been  condemned  and  makes 
a  contrite  avowal  of  his  crime.  Upon  my  word, 
I  had  the  best  of  chances  on  my  horse ;  every  one 
said  so.  There  was  not  a  horse  that  could  stand 
a  comparison  with  mine.  I  had  the  best  jockey, 
Billow  Blow  ;  you  have  heard  of  him  no  doubt. 
The  bets  were  high  and  I  thought  that  this  time 
I  should  surely  regain  my  lost  money  and 
pay  my  debts.  My  opponent's  horse  was 
raised  to  $450,000,  look  at  that,  what  a  fortune  ! 
Yet,  sure  of  the  victory,  I  raised  it  to  $500,000 
and  good  heavens,  I  lost  !  I  am  a  ruined  man, 
a  disgraced  man,  upon  my  word  I  am.'' 

He  strode  up  and  down  the  rich  library, 
shooting  his  fingers  through  his  hair,  a  real 
picture  of  desperation. 

Is  there  no  hope  from  you,  dearest  Frede- 
rick ?  Oh,  yes  there  is.  If  you  go  back  on  me, 
I  am  done  for,  upon  my  word  I  am.  Unless  you 
give  me  a  helping  hand  my  estates  are  in  the 
hands  of  the  law.  You  must  help  me  out,  upon 
my  word  you  must.  " 

Had  the  Colonel  been  told  that  his  own  pos- 
sessions had  been  sold  and  that  he  was  reduced 
to  beggary,  he  could  certainly  not  have  been 
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more  surprised  and  grieved.  He  stared  in  sheer 
amazement  and  horror  at  his  cousin,  dear  to 
him  in  spite  of  his  weakness.  Words  seemed  to 
be  unwiUing  to  pass  his  lips,  they  died  on 
their  way.  Henry  von  Stolzenburg  stopped  in 
front  of  him,  and  placing  his  hand  upon  the 
colonel's  shoulders,  repeated  his  request  en- 
treatingly. 

Frederick,  you  must  help  me,  upon  my  word, 
you  must  lend  me  that  money.'' 

How  much  did  you  say  ?  Five — hundred — 
—  thousand  —  dollars  ?  Henry,  I  cannot  do 
it.    You  know  I  cannot.  " 

But  upon  my  word  you  must. " 

Do  not  ask  me  this,  Henry,  ask  anything 
else  but  this.  I  cannot  do  it.  It  will  ruin  me 
and  you.  Only  last  year  I  stood  security  for 
you  for  $250,000.  It  was  all  I  could.  And 
now  $500,000,  why  I  simply  am  not  able  to 
do  it.  It  would  be  throwing  my  estate  to 
the  winds  and  ruining  my  family.  Henry,  you 
cannot  ask  me  to  do  this.  " 

Then,  I  am  a  ruined  man,  a  disgraced  man, 
upon  my  word  I  am.  No,  cousin  you  must  do 
it,  help  me  out  just  this  once,  and  I  promise 
it'lwill  be  the  last  time.  Never  again  wiU  I 
take  part  in  those  accursed  races.  Upon  my 
word  I  will  not. " 

Henry,  I  cannot  do  it.  Your  promises 
are  of  no  use  to  me  now.  They  were  in  times 
gone  by,  when  I  had  some  hope  for  a  change  in 
you.   But  this  time  is  passed.   You  have  more 
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debts  on  your  estate  than  it  is  worth.  Were 
I  to  give  you  security  for  $500,000,  it  would 
be  the  same  as  if  I  were  to  throw  my  Verleburg 
estate  together  with  that  of  Hornstein,  into  the 
water.  You  know  that  just  as  well  as  myself, 
and  you  cannot  ask  me  to  do  that.  " 

But,  upon  my  word,  Frederick,  you  will 
not  abandon  me  now,  at  the  most  critical  mo- 
ment of  my  life  ?  I  have  done  wrong,  I  know 
it,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it,  but  I  must  have  the 
money.  Look  at  our  glorious  past.  Nothing 
has  ever  separated  us  two.  We  have  always 
clung  together,  and  the  world  knows  that 
you  and  I  are  inseparable,  that  you  will  do 
anything  for  me  and  I  for  you.  Let  us  not  be 
separated  at  this  moment,  upon  my  word,  no  ! 
Besides  the  money  is  due  only  in  three  years, 
but  I  need  the  security.  Will  you  not  stand 
for  me,  old  friend 

Von  Stolzenburg  was  on  his  knees  and  caress- 
ing the  hand  of  the  colonel.  But  the  colonel, 
sad  and  sorry  as  he  felt  for  his  cousin,  could 
not  but  remain  immovable, 

"  Much  as  I  would  like  to  do  it,  Henry,  I 
cannot  do  it.  Do  not  continue  this  subject, 
I  beseech  you,  and  spare  me  the  pain.  I  would 
give  my  life  for  you,  if  that  could  save  you, 
but  I  have  not  the  right  to  sacrifice  the  lives 
of  my  family  for  your  sake.  " 
Is  that  your  last  answer  ?  " 
Yes,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it  is,  Henry. 

Count  von  Stolzenburg  bounced   up  as  if 
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bitten  by  a  rattlesnake.  His  eyes  flashed  in 
wild  despair.  He  cursed  the  day  of  his  birth, 
the  memory  of  his  wife,  in  abrupt,  unfinished 
sentences.  He  heaped  insults  and  imprecations 
upon  the  cowardly  conduct  of  his  cousin,  as 
he  styled  it,  for  abandoning  him  at  the  most 
difficult  time  in  his  life.  He  hurried  out  of  the 
room  along  the  gravel  road,  never  more  to  come 
again,  as  he  said.  And  he  kept  his  word. 

Three  weeks  later  the  unhappy  Count  was 
found  dead  in  the  old  fortification-ditch  in 
front  of  the  once  beautiful  manor-house  of 
Stolzenburg.  Newspapers  had  long  articles  with 
very  prominent  headings  about  the  sudden 
death  of  Count  Henry.  They  had  special  men- 
tion of  his  great  passion  for  sports  and  races 
,  and  the  disastrous  results  he  had  met  with  in 
the  last  race,  in  which  he  lost  $500,000.  It 
was  consequently  very  probable,  they  said, 
if  not  certain,  that  in  face  of  such  an  overwhelm- 
ing disaster,  he  had  sought  and  found  an  end 
to  his  unhappiness  in  the  waters  that  had  so 
often  protected  his  forefathers  in  difficult  times. 
Yet,  plausible  as  it  might  seem,  this  report 
was  nevertheless  not  corroboated  by  facts.  The 
,  police  gave  a  very  simple  and  true  explanation 
of  the  accident.  According  to  that,  the  Count 
must  have  come  home  late  in  the  dark,  as  could 
be  shown  by  the  foot-prints  and  missing  the 
draw-bridge,  walked  right  into  the  moat. 

No  one  was  perhaps  more  afflicted  by  this 
news  than  the  good  Colonel  von  Verleburg.  He 
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hastened  immediately  to  the  place  of  the  acci- 
dent, consoled  little  Louis,  arranged  everything 
for  the  funeral  and  then  provided  for  Louis  a 
place  at  the  military  school  in  Blumfeld. 


CHAPTER  V 


A  monk's  appearance  and  a  soldier's  fist. 

IX  years  had  passed  since  the  death  of  the 
Count  von  Stolzenburg.  His  estates  had 
been  turned  over  to  the  executors  appointed 
by  the  state,  as  the  late  owner  had  left  no  will. 
Colonel  von  Verleburg  had  to  stand  for  the 
$500,000  of  which  we  spoke  in  the  last  chapter. 
Proof  was  produced  that  he  had  given  that 
security.  He  did  all  he  could  to  show  that  he 
refused  to  do  so  and  how  the  late  Count  von 
Stolzenburg  had  left  him  after  a  somewhat 
turbulent  scene.  The  best  lawyers  were  employed 
by  him,  they  went  away  mth  a  lot  of  money, 
but  could  not  gain  in  the  courts.  The  document 
was  there  with  the  plain  signature  of  the 
Colonel  as  also  with  that  of  two  witnesses,  and 
these  were  Anton  Zimbel,  manager  of  the 
W.  W.  Rly.,  and  Hubert  Ritter,  steward  of  the 
late  Count  von  Stolzenburg.  Both  gave  evidence 
of  the  fact  that  the  Colonel  had  signed  the  secu- 
rity in  their  presence.  It  was  a  hard  blow  to  the 
good  Colonel,  and  it  took  all  his  energy  to  keep 
up  his  courage.  Many  things  had  to  be  arranged 
thenceforth  in  a  different  way.  Expenses  had 
to  be  ruthlessly  cut  down.  With  great  difficulty 
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were  the  stately  manor-house  and  domain 
left  intact.  But  the  two  sons  Frederick  and 
William  could  be  relied  upon  ;  they  saved 
and  helped  wherever  and  whenever  they  could, 
and  thus  the  whole  family  was  kept  together 
and  comparatively  happy. 

As  to  Louis,  he  was  universal  heir  to  the  debts 
of  his  father.  Colonel  Frederick  had  managed 
to  get  him  into  the  military  academy  by  reason 
of  his  father  having  served  in  the  Franco-Prus- 
sian war  ;  thus  he  received  the  military  training 
gratis  at  the  school  in  Blumfeld,  where  Hermann 
had  already  began  his  education,  and  things 
went  on  as  usual. 

Since  then  six  years  had  passed  during  which 
time  the  Academy  of  Blumfeld  had  lavished 
its  learning  and  science  on  Hermann.  He  had 
always  been  the  favorite  of  his  instructors  as 
well  as  the  greater  part  of  his  fellow  students. 
His  health  had  become  stronger,  his  bodily 
constitution  more  robust.  Had  his  hair  been 
intermingled  with  white  and  grey,  his  mous- 
tache of  a  somewhat  deeper  shade,  you  would 
have  taken  him  for  the  Colonel  von  Verleburg. 
He  was  his  very  picture  in  voice  and  shape  and 
movement,  though  he  had  hardly  entered  his 
twentieth  year.  He  had  passed  the  examinations 
as  "  First  of  first  that  is,  with  every  possible 
success  and  honor.  His  way  was  open  to  his 
father's  regiment,  the  Cuirassiers.  He  had 
proved  himself  to  be  efiicient  in  military  duties, 
an  honor  so  much  coveted  by  German  youth, 
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in  the  pursuit  of  which  so  many  suffer  ship- 
wreck of  the  faith.  His  mother  had  warned  him 
against  this  before  he  entered  the  school,  and  all 
the  letters  to  him  had  brought  the  same  warning: 
not  to  forget  his  prayers.  Hermann  had  kept 
his  promises.  There  was  no  Sunday  that  did 
not  see  him  regular  in  church  Mass  and  Vespers. 
Every  month  he  approached  the  Table  of  the 
Lord  and  there  he  found  always  his  joy  and 
consolation.  At  first  it  cost  him  many  an  act 
of  the  will,  not  to  yield  before  the  sarcastic 
remarks  and  ridicule  for  which  his  religious  punc- 
tuality was  the  target  for  his  fellow-students 
shafts.  Sometimes  the  blood  boiled  in  his  veins, 
and  gladly  would  he  have  thrown  himself 
upon  the  mockers.  But  he  mastered  his  feelings 
and,  instead  of  answering,  he  simply  went  to 
church. 

Louis  had  not  met  with  the  same  success, 
neither  as  a  student,  nor  as  a  comrade,  and  still 
less  as  a  Catholic.  His  character  was  too  light, 
changeable,  frivolous  and  not  inclined  to  serious 
study.  He  would  rather  spend  his  time  in  useless 
reading  when  in  school,  or  in  idle  loitering 
about  hotels  with  friends  of  his  own  dispositions 
when  out  of  school.  He  was  the  copy  of  his 
father  in  talents,  and  of  his  mother  in  world- 
liness. 

For  the  first  few  months,  Hermann  exercised 
a  certain  amount  of  influence  over  him,  and 
would  make  him  come  to  Mass  and  even  to 
Holy  Communion  now  and  then.  But  this  gra- 
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dually  became  less  frequent.  The  bad  examples, 
the  ridicule  and  mockery  of  the  others  were 
too  much  for  him  ;  so  Hermann  did  not 
insist,  in  order  to  avoid  difficulties  or  variance 
with  his  cousin.  Then  when  the  time  for  the 
last  examinations  came,  Hermann  had  the 
great  humiliation  of  seeing  his  cousin  and  first 
Communion  comrade  a  religious  and  academic 
wreck.  This  was  yesterday. 

To-day  was  to  be  a  day  of  rest  and  rejoicing  ; 
for  the  authorities  of  the  Academy  were  giving 
a  Beer-Evening  in  honor  of  the  successful 
candidates.  Hermann  was  up  earlier  than  the 
earliest  of  the  school,  that  is  —  the  janitor. 
This  gentleman  was  still  far  away  in  dreamland, 
when  a  sudden  knock  at  the  door,  called  him 
back  to  his  actual  room  59,  ground  floor.  He 
stirred,  groaned  and  finally  half  dressed  but 
almost  still  quite  asleep,  opened  the  door  just 
enough  to  peep  through  with  one  eye. 

Oh,  it's  you,  Sir.  I  should  have  known 
that.  I  s'f>ose  off  to  church  again  as  usual. 
Why  can't  you  do  as  others  ;  stay  in  bed  and 
sleep,|and  let  hard  working  people  sleep  like- 
wise ?  ''     he  muttered. 

Never  mind.  Buff,  I  will  not  trouble  you 
anyymore  after  this,  for  it  i&  the  last  time, 
I  am|leaving  to-morrow  morning.  I  am  through. 
Here  is  something  for  your  trouble  and  kindness. 
Let  me  out. '' 

Buff  rubbed  and  rubbed  his  eyes,  looked  at 
the    tip     rubbed  again  and  looked  at  Hermann 
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then  back  again  at  the  coin,  so  much  so  that 
Hermann  could  not  help  laughing. 

Well,  now  quick,  let  me  out.  Buff,  I  must 
go." 

And  all  this  is  for  me  ?  not  perhaps  for 
any  dues  to  the  establishment  ?  You  know, 
some  of  the  young  gentlemen  have  played  me 
like  that  before.  " 

Yes,  yes.  Buff,  that  is  all  for  you,  now  let 
me  out. 

Well,  Sir,  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are 
going  to-morrow,  indeed  I  am. "  He  unlocked 
the  door.  And  now,  Sir,  good  morning,  and 
be  sure  that  you  are  the  only  real  gentleman 
in  these  here  estabhshments. " 

Hermann  hurried  past  him  and  did  not  see 
how  Buff  hugged  his  shining  twenty-mark  piece. 
He  had  never  before  in  his  life  handled  such 
a  sum  of  money  at  one  and  the  same  time.  He 
was  really  proud  of  the  gentleman. 

Holy  Mass  had  already  begun  when  Hermann 
entered  the  church.  A  long  row  of  men  and 
women  knelt  on  either  side  of  the  confessionals 
and  it  was  sometime  before  Hermann^s  turn 
came.  He  waited  patiently  ;  for  to-day  he  must 
receive  Holy  Communion  ;  it  was  the  anniver- 
sary of  his  First  Communion  day. 

Retired  into  a  quiet  corner  behind  a  pillar, 
the  young  officer  knelt  after  Communion,  his 
face  buried  in  his  hands  and  completel  uncon- 
scious of  the  other  faithful.  He  had  so  much 
to  say  to  his  Divine  Master,  for  to-day  was  not 
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the  same  as  any  other  day.  He  had  to  take  a 
final  step,  decisive  in  the  choice  of  his  state  of 
life.  Leaving  the  military  school  with  the  highest 
honors  and  going  back  to  his  parents  at  Verleburg 
with  the  intention  of  becoming  a  priest,  meant 
for  him  a  hard  struggle,  perhaps  a  complete 
break  with  his  father  whom  next  to  God  he 
loved  with  every  fibre  of  his  heart.  Whenever 
the  Colonel  had  visited  him  at  Blumfeld,  he 
repeated  his  petition  but  always  with  the  same 
result,  a  firm  refusal.  Unless  God  did  show 
His  might  and  power,  there  was  but  little  hope 
for  his  success.  As  so  often  before,  Hermann 
examined  again  with  his  heavenly  Guest  the 
reasons  for  and  against.  It  was  a  long  struggle 
between  nature  and  grace  ;  but  when  at  last 
he  raised  his  head  and  looked  up  to  the  Taber- 
nacle, there  was  a  look  of  relief  and  firm  resolu- 
tion in  his  face. 

"  Yes,  Lord,  what  does  it  profit  a  man,  if 
he  gain  the  whole  world,  but  suffer  loss  of 
his  soul  ?  What  does  a  rich  man  take  with 
him  into  the  grave  ?  Nothing,  except  perhaps 
the  curse  of  the  poor.  Yes  ;  I  will  serve  Thee 
as  the  King  of  kings  and  as  my  King.  To  serve 
Thee  is  the  greatest  dignity.  I  follow  Thee  as 
my  General.    So,  lead  kindly  Light." 

All  nature  seemed  to  have  changed  during 
Hermann^s  prayer  in  church.  The  sun  was 
brighter  and  warmer  ;  the  air  purer  and  sweeter: 
the  thrushes  were  singing  more  melodiously 
in  the  distant  woodland.    So  instead  of  going 
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back  to  take  his  breakfast,  he  decided  to  take 
a  walk  through  the  parks  up  to  the  Wonder- 
Garden  where  he  had  so  often  rested  admiring 
the  beautiful  scenery  far  below  at  his  feet. 
In  about  half  an  hour^s  time  he  had  reached  the 
desired  spot.  He  seated  himself  on  a  bench 
beneath  the  far  spreading  crown  of  a  blooming 
mulberry  tree.  Thousands  of  busy  bees  were 
at  work  drawing  the  honey  from  the  flowercups 
of  the  herbs  and  shrubs  all  around,  and  hummed 
their  usual  hymn  of  thanks  and  content- 
ment. 

Oh,  the  Teutoburger-Wald  was  dear  to  Her- 
mann. This  chain  of  mountains  covered  with 
a  heavy  forest  of  oak  and  fir,  whence  it  has  its 
name,  had  revealed  to  him  the  beauty  and  glory 
of  the  old  province  of  Westphalia,  the  land  of 
the  Teutons.  There  to  the  left,  far  far  away 
where  the  clear  blue  waters  of  the  Weser  have 
cut  a  deep  passage  through  the  mountain,  the 
colossal  monument  of  Arminius  or  Hermann, 
the  vanquisher  of  the  Romans  in  Germany 
during  the  reign  of  Augustus,  rises  majestically 
as  a  warning  against  any  hostile  incursion 
through  the  Porta  Westphalica,  the  gate  of 
Westphalia.  To  the  right  as  far  as  the  eye  can 
see,  the  mountain  continues  its  gentle  slopes 
until  it  joins  hand  with  the  Weser  mountains. 
At  the  foot  of  Blumfeld  in  the  endless  rows  of 
green  fields,  with  many  dark  groups  of  oak-trees 
sheltering  the  farm-houses,  lies  the  vast  and 
fertile  plain  of  Westphaha,  the  heart  of  the 


The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 


49 


land  of  Witikind,  throbbing  with  vigorous  life 
and  activity.  Numerous  towns  and  villages 
with  their  Gothic  spires  and  their  smokestacks 
proclaim  the  fact  that  religion  can  keep  pace 
with  progress  and  industry.  Beyond  the  blue 
and  violet  mountains,  far,  far  to  the  west, 
can  be  seen  on  a  very  clear  day,  and  to-day  is 
such  a  one,  a  little  turret,  hke  a  peg  driven  into 
the  ground.  It  is  the  famous  watch-tower  of 
Verleburg.  Hermann  looked  at  it  until  he  was 
lost  in  thought,  and  saw  no  more.  He  expected 
his  father  in  the  afternoon  to  be  present  at  the 
Academic-beer-evening,  and  then  and  there 
he  would  make  a  last  petition  to  obtain  permis- 
sion to  follow  his  vocation. 

Soon  other  visitors  appeared  in  the  Wonder- 
Garden  "  and  roused  Hermann  from  out  of  his 
sleep-like  musing.  He  had  been  longer  than 
he  intended  to  be  ;  it  was  after  ten  and  too  late 
for  breakfast  at  the  school.  So  he  went  into 
a  hotel,  partook  of  a  cup  of  coffee  and  some  toast 
and  walked  home  to  prepare  everything  for 
his  departure  in  the  morning. 

After  lunch  he  went  out  to  see  an  old  friend 
and  say  good-bye  to  him.  But,  as  is  often  the 
case,  this  friend,  Mr.  Tannen  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  go  and  say  good-bye  to  his  fellow- 
student  Hermann  von  Verleburg  and  both 
friends  met  each  other  not  far  from  the 
*^  Kaiserhof-Hotel  Mr.  Tannen  congratu- 
lated Hermann  most  cordially  upon  his  success, 
but  thought  it  not  becoming  to  pass  such  an 
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event  in  dry  words  and  that  only  in  the  street. 
He  proposed  to  enter  the  hotel  and  give  to  this 
academic  success  an  academic  touch.  They 
entered  the  beautiful  guest-hall  and  found 
there  Louis  with  a  great  number  of  academics 
sitting  round  a  table  in  the  highest  glee  behind 
a  glass  of  Lager.  Hermann  introduced  the  new 
guest  and  soon  the  conversation  flowed  on  as 
before.  Everyone  was  happy,  at  least  appar- 
rently,  though  Louis  was  more  reserved  than 
usual.  Not  much  attention  was  paid  to  this,  how- 
ever, nor  was  there  much  reason  for  it.  A  knock 
at  the  door,  and  the  hotel-keeper  introduced 
a  friar,  wearing  a  brown  habit,  white  cord  as 
a  girdle  and  sandals  on  his  feet,  a  Franciscan. 
For  a  moment  there  was  the  dead  silence  of 
surprise,  then  followed  a  roar  of  laughter. 
Father  Anthony  —  this  was  his  name  —  was 
little  disturbed  by  this  ;  it  was  not  the  first 
time  he  had  met  with  the  like  reception.  He 
was  a  tall,  noble  figure,  stately  in  bearing, 
an  imposing  personality. 

Gentlemen,  you  will  excuse  me, he  said 
calmly,  if  I  venture  to  interrupt  your  agreeable 
conversation.  My  friend  and  yours,  no  doubt, 
the  hotel-keeper,  suggested  to  me  to  call  on  the 
guests  in  this  room,  for  an  alms  in  behalf  of 
the  orphanage  in  my  charge.  These  poor  orphans 
are  the  children  of  soldiers  who  died  in  the  late 
war.  Having  myself  served  on  the  battlefield 
of  lb70  —  71  as  chaplain  of  the  army,  I  was 
appointed  to  establish  this  institute,  and  now. 
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with  the  special  permission  of  my  superiors^ 
I  sohcit  the  charity  of  the  public. 

The  simple  but  dignified  words  made  a  some- 
what good  impression  on  several  of  the  young 
officers,  but  only  for  a  short  time,  the  remarks 
began  again  about  the  dress,  the  beads,  the 
sandals  of  the  religious  and  caused  universal 
laughter.  Louis  went  so  far  as  to  say  that  he 
had  met  this  friar  on  various  occasions  in  his 
father's  house  at  Stolzenburg. 

'  It  is  always  the  same  affair, he  said, 

money,  money,  now  for  this,  then  for  that  ; 
now  for  the  blind,  then  for  the  lame  and  mostly 
for  both  ;  why  do  they  not  teach  those  children 
some  kind  of  a  trade  so  as  to  be  able  to  support 
themselves  and  not  bother  other  people  ? 

Sir,  that  is  what  we  are  trying  to  do  : 
but  that  requires  money  for  machinery,  tools, 
instruments.  Besides  the  children  must  have 
food  until  they  are  able  to  earn  their  living." 

^'  Well,  Reverend  Friar,  I  think  you  had 
better  go  to  your  own  class  of  people  and  not 
waste  your  soft  words  on  students  of  the 
Academy.  We  know  those  tricks  of  religious. 
Humbug  in  most  cases,  and  gentlemen,  humbug 
I  dare  say  all  around. 

Like  a  thunderbolt  the  fist  of  Hermann  came 
down  on  the  table  so  that  the  glasses  rattled  and 
brought  astonished  looks  into  the  mocking  faces. 

Louis  von  Stolzenburg,  he  cried,  you 
are  a  disgrace  to  your  house  and  an  insult  to 
me.  I  will  not  ask  you  to  retract  your  words  * 
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they  do  not  need  it  ;  they  speak  for  themselves. 
I  ask  you  to  be  silent/' 

Then  taking  the  friar  by  the  hand,  he  conti- 
nued :  Gentlemen,  this  friar's  religion  is  my 
reUgion,  and  to  attack  his  religion  is  the  same 
as  to  attack  my  honor. '' 

Bravo,  that's  a  man,  a  soldier  "  interrupted 
the  students.  And  for  my  honor's  sake, 
I  ask  you  for  a  small  mite,  in  the  first  place 
as  a  contribution  to  the  good  work  of  this  priest, 
and  in  the  second  place  and  that  more  especially, 
as  a  reparation  for  the  insults  he  has  received 
in  this  room." 

Bravo,  bravissimo!  hurrah  for  the  '  First 
of  first '  Hermann  von  Verleburg,"  cried  the 
Academics  again  enthusiastically. 

This  unexpeqted  ovation  lasted  for  some  time, 
whilst  the  hero  took  a  beer-glass,  placed  in 
it,  as  a  good  example  a  twenty-mark  piece 
and  then  passed  it  to  the  others  around  the 
table.  No  one  refused  and  when  the  glass  had 
made  the  trip  it  was  more  than  half  full  of  , 
silver  and  gold. 

May  God  bless  you  for  your  generosity 
with  a  long  prosperous  and  happy  life,  gentle- 
men,"said  Father  Anthony,  and  I  promise 
you  that  the  orphans  shall  not  forget  you  in 
their  daily  prayers.  Good-bye,  gentlemen  and 
God  bless  you.  " 

He  bowed  to  the  company  and  left  the  room 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Tannen  and  Hermann,  who 
said    Au  revoir  "  to  the  company  till  evening. 


CHAPTER  VI 


A  MERRY  FAREWELL  AND  A  COWARDLY  ATTACK. 

HE  academic  "  Beer-evening  was  heartily 
enjoyed  by  the  numerous  students  of  the 
miUtary  school.  The  music  was  little  short  of 
heavenly,  varied  and  classic  from  beginning 
to  end.  Fine  speeches  were  delivered  in  the 
best  language  by  the  president,  instructors 
and  pupils,  all  extolling  the  merits  of  the  school 
in  general,  of  the  successful  candidates  in  parti- 
cular, but  always  with  a  special  word  of  praise 
for  Hermann  von  Verleburg.  Appropriate 
rephes  were  made  by  the  honored  students 
and  toasts-  were  offered  to  the  Emperor,  the 
authorities  of  the  academy  and  to  the  pupils, 
each  toast  receiving  the  endorsement  of  all 
present  by  emptying  a  glass  of  beer.  Thus 
the  evening  passed  in  the  usual  jovial  humor 
of  the  Teutonic  students,  kept  up  by  the  indis- 
pensable ambrosia,  the  nectar  of  Germanic 
gods,  Munich  and  Lager. 

Hermann  was  sitting  with  one  of  his  best 
friends,  who  had  heard  of  his  display  of  courage 
at  the  Kaiserhof  in  the  afternoon,  and  talk- 
ing about  it,  when  one  of  the  waiters  presented 
to  him  the  card  of  a  gentleman,  waiting  for 
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him  outside  the  hall.  He  begged  to  be  excused 
and  left  the  room. 

Excuse  me,  Sir,  for  interrupting  your  nice 
evening,  but  I  am  sent  by  Mr.  Tannen,  a 
friend  of  mine,  and  as  I  understand,  yours 
likewise.  He  has  been  suddenly  taken  ill, 
and,  as  you  are  about  to  leave  to-morrow, 
he  would  like  to  see  you  at  his  residence  ; 
he  would  be  pleased  to  speak  to  you  about  some- 
thing important. 

I  am  very  sorry  indeed,  to  learn  this  sad 
news,^^  Hermann  declared  sincerely.  I  am 
very  sorry.  I  will  come  at  once.  I  will  just  beg 
leave  of  my  professors  and  companions. " 

Shall  I  wait  for  you.  Sir 

You  need  not  trouble,  I  shall  follow  imme- 
diately.  Thank  you  for  your  kindness. 

He  re-entered  the  hall  and  said  a  hasty  good- 
bye to  his  many  friends,  almost  beside  himself 
with  emotion,  and  hurried  a^ay  to  his  dear 
friend  Mr.  Tannen.  The  farewell  shouts  of 
the  students  followed  him  to  the  door  and  far 
down  into  the  street. 

The  way  leading  to  Mr.  Tannen's  residence, 
almost  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  was  very 
picturesque  during  the  day,  but  only  sparely 
lit  up  during  the  night  by  solitary  arc-lights 
suspended  across  the  street.  The  air  was  fresh 
and  a  cold  breeze  rustled  in  the  leaves  of  the 
lime-trees  along  the  road,  and  among  the  bushes 
and  shrubs  of  the  parks  on  either  side.  Hermann 
buttoned  up  his  long  grey-blue  mantle  and  was 
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thinking  of  what  might  be  the  matter  with  his 
friend.  The  long  sabre  was  dangling  merrily  at 
his  side.  He  had  well-nigh  reached  his  destina- 
tion, when,  with  a  mighty  crash,  the  light  went 
out  and  the  globes  and  mantel  of  the  lamp 
came  cracking  down  on  the  pavement  of  the 
street.  Evidently  some-one  had  hurled  a  stone 
or  a  piece  of  wood  from  out  of  the  bushes. 
Hermann  instinctively  grasped  his  sword,  but 
at  once  felt  himself  seized  by  strong  hands 
and  his  arms  pinned  behind  him. 

Now,  '  first  of  first you  had  better  keep 
quiet.  Our  business  will  be  settled  in  a  few 
moments,'^  a  mocking  voice  snarled,  and  that 
voice  seemed  familiar. 

Whoever  you  are,  let  me  go,^'  cried  Hermann 
"  or  at  least  let  me  be  free  and  I  shall  be  very 
pleased  to  attend  to  any  business  you  may  have.^' 

But  it  is  not  my  business  we  have  to  treat, 
you  see,^^  replied  the  same  voice  undisturbedly. 

Then  let  me  go,  coward,^^  shouted  Hermann, 
exasperated,  and  with  that  shook  himself  free 
from  the  grip  of  his  assailant,  but  only  to  find 
himself  confronted  with  another  antagonist,  evi- 
dently come  too  late  to  help  his  associate.  In  the 
dark  he  could  not  recognize  who  this  newcomer 
might  be,  either.  Seeing  that  he  was  no  longer 
alone,  the  first  agressor  darted  again  upon 
Hermann,  but  was  met  by  the  point  of  the 
sword  and  tumbled  backwards  to  the  ground. 
A  blow  from  behind  on  the  head  sent  Hermann 
after  him.    Another  moment  the  black  figure 
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held  him  fast  to  the  ground.  Hermann  smelled 
the  nauseous  odor  of  liquor  the  mouth  of  his 
second  assailant  was  exlialing.  It  made  him 
almost  sick. 

So,  I  am  a  disgrace  to  my  house  and  to  you? 
And  to  attack  a  begging  friar  is  as  much  as 
attacking  your  honor,  is  it  ?  Thanks  for  the 
lesson,  you  hypo  — 

Hermann  had  seized  him  by  the  throat, 
intercepting  the  words  of  his  enemy.  It  was  a 
struggle  for  life  or  death  between  the  three. 
No  one  could  tell  in  the  dark  who  was  upper- 
most and  who  was  not. 

Let  him  go,  you  darned  rascal,  or  I'll  split 
the  head  off  you,  indeed  I  will.  Come  away, 
you  son  of  Beelzebub,  or  I'll  give  you  a  cheap 
trip  into  the  next  world.'' 

It  was  a  fourth  combatant  who  with  these 
rough  words  joined  in  the  struggle.  At  the  same 
time  he  took  hold  of  Hermann's  second  assailant 
and  flung  him  aside  like  a  dead  rat.  In  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  all  three  were  again  on  their 
feet.  Two  flashes  of  light  followed  with  two 
reports  from  a  revolver.  The  first  baU  hit  the 
left  arm  of  Hermann,  but  the  second  struck 
down  one  of  the  three.  It  was  Hermann's  first 
agressor. 

Louis  "  shrieked  the  man  and  then  dropped 
dead  to  the  ground. 

But  Louis  had  fled.  In  the  turmoil,  no  doubt, 
he  had  made  a  mistake  and  hit  the  wrong  man. 
Hermann,  terrified  at  the  sad  occurrence,  fop- 
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got  his  own  pains  and  danger  and  tried  to  help 
the  unhappy  victim.  His  rescuer  struck  a 
match  and  held  it  over  him. 

^'  Ah,  it  is  useless  to  try  to  wake  up  that  man, 
sir,  he  sleeps  sounder  than  I  ever  did  in  my  life. 
You  may  shake  him  till  doomsday,  he  will 
not  come  back  from  the  place  he  has  gone  to. 
And  serves  him  right,  too. 

^'  Why,  is  that  you.  Buff  ?  exclaimed  Her- 
mann stupefied  at  seeing  the  janitor  of  the 
academy. 

And  what  brings  you  out  here  at  this  time  of 
night,  and  just  at  the  right  moment  ?  " 

^'  Sir,  I  guessed  that  there  was  something  in 
the  air  for  the  last  three  weeks.  We  ignorant 
people  get  all  our  knowledge  from  that  teacher, 
the  air ;  and  to-night,  as  I  was  out  in  the  park 
on  a  lonesome  bench,  I  overheard  the  conversa- 
tion of  two  gentlemen,  if  they  can  be  called 
such.  One  had  been  rebuked  by  you  before 
his  fellow  students  in  the  hotel  and  this  he  was 
to  pay  back  to-night,  as  you  were  going  in  the 
morning.  He  prayed  and  prayed  the  other 
to  help  him  by  taking  a  letter  to  you  about  a 
sick  man,  a  friend  of  yours.  I  waited  there, 
and  then  followed  at  a  short  distance,  but 
by  all  the  beards  goats  ever  wore,  they  did 
their  work  almost  too  quickly  for  me.  Why, 
sir,  and  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ? he  struck 
another  match.  ^'  You  look  as  white  as  the 
ghost  of  Mahomet,  and  the  blood  is  coming 
in  streams  from  your  head.    You  are  badly 
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hurt,  I  wager.  Now  come  and  let  me  tie  this 
handkerchief  around  it.  Bless  me,  that's  a 
wound  and  a  half,  at  least  three  inches  long. 
Curse  that  coward. 

With  these  and  hke  expressions,  Buff  bandaged 
the  wounds.  Hermann  was  indeed  very  weak. 
Loss  of  blood  and  excitement  had  taken  away 
his  strength.  He  leant  upon  the  strong  arm 
of  his  kind  helper  and  thus  walked  to  the  house 
of  Mr.  Tannen,  who  had  already  gone  to  bed, 
and  it  took  some  time  before  he  came  to  the 
door. 

Buff/'  said  Hermann  meanwhile,  do  you 
know  the  gentleman  who  shot  someone  else 
instead  of  me  ?  " 

No,  sir,  can't  say  I  do.  Besides  I  think 
that  fellow  was  anything  but  a  gentleman.'' 
^'  Did  you  ever  hear  his  name  ?  " 

Not  that  I  know  of,  and  good  for  him,  too, 
else  I  would  hunt  him  up,  and  by  the  living 
diving  bells,  I  would  sell  his  bones  to  the  esqui- 
mos.  But  I  think  I  saw  his  face,  though,  when 
he  fired  that  there  revolver.  Moustache,  sir, 
across  a  thin  squeezed  face  and  may  be  red- 
Imir.  " 

Will  you  forget  all  this,  Buff,  if  asked  by 
anyone  about  this  affair  ?" 

If  that  will  make  you  any  happier,  sir,  sure." 

You  i)romise  me  this  faithfully  ?  " 

Yes,  sir,  I  shall  never  say  that  I  saw  a  man 
with  red  hair  and — " 

I  want  you  to  promise  me  not  to  say  any- 
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thing  with  regard  to  the  description  of  my 
assailant.  You  simply  saw  the  man  fire  and 
run,  and  nothing  else,  you  imderstand  ? 
?i/^All  right,  sir,  all  right/' 
v^JA  gold  piece  slipped  into  Buff's  hand,  just 
as  Mr.  Tannen  opened  the  door,  sealed  the  pro- 
mise. 

"  Good  Heavens,  Hermann,  what  brings  you 
here  at  this  time  of  the  night  ?  What  is  the 
matter  ?  You  are  covered  with  blood  and  as 
pale  as  death,  what  is  the  matter  ?  "  he  cried 
in  one  breath  gazing  from  Hermann  to  Buff 
whom  he  did  not  know. 

Do  not  disturb  the  house,  Hubert,  it  is 
all  right.  An  accident.  I  am  just  thirsty,  let 
me  have  a  drink  of  good  cold  water.  I'll  be  all 
right." 

But  you  must  come  in."  Saying  this  Hubert 
at  first  took  his  wounded  friend  by  the  arm 
but  withdrew  his  hand  on  noticing  that  Her- 
mann winced.  It  was  evident  that  the  mere 
touch  hurt  him  terribly.  Hubert  made  him  sit 
down  and  then  looked  him  over.  His  head 
showed  a  frightful  wound.  The  sword  had 
litterally  hewn  away  a  patch  of  flesh  about 
three  inches  long  and  two  inches  wide  but  hap- 
pily not  to  a  great  depth.  His  arm  had  been 
pierced  by  a  bullet  and  was  heavily  swollen 
and  inflamed. 

^'  Now,  what  on  earth  does  all  this  mean  ?  " 
Hubert  asked  again,  beside  himself  with  be- 
wilderment.   "  What  does  this  mean,  what  is 
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the  matter  ?  Surely,  you  have  not  been  fighting 
a  duel,  Hermann  ? 

And  indeed  I  have  and  more  than  that, 
Hubert.  There  were  three  against  me  —  in 
the  dark  —  on  my  way  to  say  you  good-bye, 
until  Buff,  janitor  of  the  academy  —  excuse  me 
for  not  introducing  him  before  —  came  along  — 
had  it  not  been  for  him  I  might  not  have  put 
my  feet  anjonore  into  this  house." 

We  must  notify  the  police  department  at 
once,"  said  Hubert. 

"  Never  mind  about  that  just  now,  Hubert, 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  it  later  on.  You  had 
better  send  to  the  academy  for  the  doctor  to 
come  and  attend  to  me.  I  do  not  feel  so  strong 
as  I  thought  I  did  ;  and  then,  I  think  one  of 
my  assailants  was  badly  hurt,  if  not  killed, 
by  his  companion,  by  mistake,  I  should  say. 
You  had  better  inform  the  police  about  that 
at  any  rate.  Buff,  would  you  be  so  kind  as 
to  go  for  the  academy  doctor  and  bring  the 
ambulance  ?  " 

To  be  sure.  Sir,  I  will,  to  be  sure,"  and  the 
very  obsequious  janitor  disappeared. 

Hermann  related  the  whole  affair  to  his 
friend,  without,  however,  mentioning  the  name 
of  Louis  von  Stolzenburg.  He  grew  weaker 
and  more  feverish,  and  when  at  last  the  doctor 
came,  ( which  to  Hermann  seemed  to  have 
been  after  ages )  and  examined  the  wounds, 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  thought  it  be  is 
to  have  him  removed  to  the  hospital. 
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You  need  care,  great  care  and  rest,  "  he 
said,    and  I  think  you  will  be  all  right  again/' 
So  instead  of  going  to  his  parents  at  Verleburg, 
Hermann  went  to  the  hospital. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


MORE  BAD  NEWS  IN  THE  HOSPITAL. 

HE  golden  rays  of  the  setting  sun  were 
streaming  through  the  heavy  lace  curtains 
upon  the  bed  when  Hermann  next  awoke  to 
consciousness.  His  opening  eyes  rested  on  the 
snow  white  walls  of  the  room,  shining  like 
marble.  Near  his  head,  to  the  right,  stood  a 
little  table  carrying  some  small  bottles  with 
labels,  a  dainty  cup,  a  silver  spoon  and  other 
curious  articles. 

A  sort  of  wondering  sensation  as  to  where 
he  was  and  why  he  was  there  crept  over  him. 
He  knew  that  something  very  strange  had 
happened  to  him,  but  it  was  only  a  very  faint 
recollection  ;  his  half-recovered  mind  was  not 
able  to  bring  him  back  to  the  incidents  of  the 
previous  time. 

So  he  closed  his  eyes  and  tried  hard  to  think 
the  matter  out  the  easier,  but  the  thoughts  played 
him  the  same  trick  that  a  disappearing  dream 
does  to  the  suddenly  awakened  sleeper.  Nothing 
but  confusion  was  the  result  ;  ideas  and  remini- 
scences mixed  in  wild  combination  and  finally 
hurried  completely  out  of  his  mind. 
He  turned  over  to  the  other  side,  muttering 
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some  inarticulate  sounds.  He  thought  some-one 
touched  him.  He  opened  his  eyes  and  there 
was  a  girl's  face  bending  over  him,  a  face  of 
which  he  had  often  thought  and  spoken  in 
his  dreams. 
/^Teresa  ! 

^'  Yes,  Hermann,  indeed  it  is  I.  I  am  very 
sorry  to  see  you  here  and  in  such  a  state. 

Well,  w^here  am  I  ?  How  did  I  come  here 
and  why  ?    Where  am  I 

"  You  are  in  St.  Ehzabeth^s  Hospital,  dear  ; 
you  will  be  all  right,  but  you  must  lie  still. 
Perhaps  you  would  like  some  kind  of  refresh- 
ment ?  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ?  You  are 
weak  and  ill.  Here,  take  this  tonic, —  pouring 
some  from  a  bottle  which  she  took  from  the 
marble  table — ^ it  will  do  you  good.'^ 

What  has  happened,  Teresa,  tell  me  ? 
He  went  on  without  heeding  the  words  of  his 
sister. 

Never  mind  about  that  just  now,  dear. 
Take  this,  it  will  do  you  good  :  just  try  ;  you 
need  strength  you  know.'' 

Just  a  moment,  dear  Teresa.  Tell  me  — 
oh,  now  I  understand,"  he  said  quickly  as 
his  mind  became  more  steady  and  reasoned, 
with  more  coherency  —  oh,  now  I  remember. 
It  w^as  that  —  oh,  Louis." 

He  turned  over  to  the  other  side,  hid  his 
face  in  the  soft  pillows  and  wept  as  a  patient 
just  recovering  from  chloroform. 

You  want  to  see  Louis,  dear  ?" 
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Hermann  gave  a  negative  answer  by  shaking 
Jiis  head.    It  hurt  him. 

What  is  all  this,  Teresa,  the  bandage  around 
my  head  and  the  stiff  arm  ?  I  think  I  remember 
something,  but  I  cannot  say  exactly  what. 
I  am  so  confused  about  everything.  Do  you 
know  how  this  came  about  V 

Vl\  tell  you  all  about  it,  dear,  on  condition 
that  you  will  first  of  all  be  obedient  to  me  and 
take  this  tonic.  Come  now,"  she  went  on, 
as  she  placed  one  arm  under  his  head  to  lift 
him  and  with  the  other  held  the  glass  to  his 
lips  —  be  good  and  take  this,  and  then  I  will 
tell  you  as  far  as  I  know  it  from  the  newspapers.'' 
f  Hermann  acquiesced  and  emptied  the  con- 
tents of  the  glass. 

That  will  do  you  good.  What  was  it  you 
wanted  to  ask  me  she  said,  laying  down 
his  head  gently. 

J    What  has  happened  to  me  ?  " 
,      Perhaps  you  remember  the  academic  beer- 
evening,  do  you 


And  that  you  were  called  out  by  a  certain 
gentleman  to  see  a  friend  of  yours  and  that 
you  were  attacked  on  the  road  ?  " 
.  .  Oh,  now  I  remember,  I  think  — ''  His 
memory  revived — ^' 1  recollect  how  I  wanted 
to  see  Mr.  Tannen  who  had  asked  for  something. 
Something  struck  me  on  the  head.  I  think 
there  were  two  or  three  persons  around  me." 

Well,  dear,  I  have  still  the  Blumfeld  Journal 


H^'Yes,  I  do. 
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of  two  days  ago  with  the  complete  details  of 
the  accident. 

Of  two  days  ago  !  Good  heavens,  Teresa, 
how  long  have  I  been  here  ?  Hermann  asked 
in  great  surprise. 

This  is  the  fourth  day,  dear,  but  be  quiet 
now  and  1^11  answer  the  first  question  by  the 
newspaper  article. " 

"  Blumfeld,  26th  of  May,  18— 
The  academic  beer-evening  of  last  night  finished  with 
a  duel  in  which  Anton  Zimbel  was  killed  by  Hermann 
Von  Verleburg,  and  the  latter  seriously  wounded." 

"  What  is  that,  Teresa,  a  duel  ?  in  which 
I  was  wounded  and  Anton  —  what's  his  name  ? 
—  killed  ?  I  never  heard  that  name  in  all 
my  life  —  Yes,  I  did  !  Is  that  not  the  name  of 
one  of  those  rascals  w^ho  signed  the  false  secu- 
rity against  my  father  for  $500,000  you  remem- 
ber ?  Hermann  gasped  in  one  breath.  There 
is  not  much  of  a  loss  in  him,  I  am  sure,  but  it 
looks  bad.  I  never  fought  a  duel,  Teresa.^' 
Do  not  be  alarmed,  darling,  this  was  only 
the  first  report.  It  was  contradicted  in  the  next 
edition  by  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Buff. 
You  know  him  ? '' 

"  Buff,  yes,  he  is  the  janitor  at  the  academy, 
and  he  knows  something  about  it,  does  he  ? 

Judging  by  the  paper  he  knows  all  about  it. 
He  explained  everything  to  the  police.  Here  is 
the  account  of  it.'' 

6 


66         The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 


Blumfeld,  27th  of  May,  Ig— . 
It  was  announced  yesterday  that  Anton  Zimbel  had 
been  killed  in  a  duel  by  the  well-known  Hermann  von 
Verleburg,  the  first  of  first  in  the  last  examination.  This 
is  however  happily  not  the  case,  and  we  regret  very  much, 
indeed,  to  have  brought  his  name  thus  before  the  pubUc. 
After  an  investigation  made  by  the  police,  in  which  the 
truth  has  unmistakably  been  brought  to  light,  the  case 
is  this  :  According  to  the  testimony  of  many  students 
who  were  with  von  Verleburg,  this  successful  candidate 
of  the  academy  was  handed  a  card,  asking  him  to  come 
incLmediately  to  a  friend,  Mr.  Tannen.  von  Verleburg 
took  leave  at  once.  He  was  hurrying  along  to  the  residence 
of  Mr.  Tannen,  when  he  was  attacked  by  a  gentleman,  who 
by  some  sort  of  missile  extinguished  the  street  lamp. 
Another  person  soon  joined  him  from  out  of  the  bushes, 
delivered  a  blow  with  his  sword  across  von  Verleburg's 
head  unawares,  and  made  him  stumble  to  the  ground. 
Had  it  not  been  for  the  timely  intervention  of  Mr.  Buff, 
janitor  of  the  academy,  von  Verleburg  might  have  met 
his  death  there  and  then  ;  but  the  unexpected  arrival  of 
Mr.  Buff  scared  one  of  the  assailants,  who  fired  his  revolver, 
no  doubt  at  von  Verleburg,  but  by  mistake  hit  and  killed 
his  accomplice,  Anton  Zimbel. 

Von  Verleburg,  besides  having  been  wounded  by  a 
bullet  through  the  left  arm,  was  dangerously  cut  on  the 
head  ;  he  is  still  in  a  very  critical  condition  and  it  is  feared 
that  blood  poisoning  may  set  in.  He  has  not  as  yet  recov- 
ered consciousness,  which  he  lost  soon  after  arriving  at  the 
hospital.  Anton  Zimbel  has  been  identified  as  the  gentle- 
man requesting  von  Verleburg  to  go  and  see  Mr.  Tannen. 
Nothing  is  known  as  yet  of  the  other  assailant  and  acciden- 
tal murderer  of  Mr.  Zimbel.  " 

In  proportion  as  Teresa  read  the  account, 
everything  came  back  to  Hermann's  memory. 
He  was  glad  that  Buff  had  kept  his  promise 
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thms  far,  and  that  the  poUce  had  not  caught 
his  cousin  Louis. 

On  the  28th  of  May  the  papers  announced 
that  von  Verleburg  was  very  hkely  out  of  danger 
as  the  crisis  had  passed,  but  was  as  yet  uncon- 
scious. The  detectives  had  good  hopes  of 
solving  the  mystery  of  Anton  ZimbeFs  murder. 

To-day  youll  announce  that  I  have  awa- 
kened at  last,'^  Hermann  suggested.  There 
is  still  something  hammering  in  my  head,  and 
my  arm  feels  pretty  warm,  but  I  think  T  shall 
be  well  in  a  short  time. 

Have  papa  and  mamma  and  Frederick 
and  William  been  informed  about  this  accident  ? 
I  hope  they  did  not  feel  too  bad  ? 

Yes,  papa  and  mamma  came  down  the  day 
we  received  a  telegram  telling  us  that  you  could 
not  come  up  as  arranged,  but  were  very  ill 
at  the  hospital.  She  went  home  last  night, 
so  I  stayed  with  you.  Papa  has  not  been  well 
of  late,  but  will  be  out  here  soon  now,'^  Teresa 
answered. 

And  you  have  been  watching  with  me 
ever  since,  dear  ?  He  took  the  nice  soft  hands 
in  his,  and  looked  into  her  beautiful  face. 
She  had  grown  into  a  stately  young  lady  of 
nineteen  years,  with  rich  dark-blond  curly 
locks  around  her  oval  face  of  marble  and  roses, 
out  of  which  her  pathetic  eyes  shone  like  precious 
diamonds.  She  bent  over  him  and  kissed  his 
forehead,  turned  quickly  and  poured  out  ano- 
ther dose  of  the  tonic. 
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You  must  not  forget  this/^  she  said  lifting 
up  his  head  as  before.  You  need  this  to  regain 
your  strength/' 

"  Anything  from  you,  Teresa/'  he  said,  in 
ahnost  a  laughing,  playful  way,  and  took  the 
medicine. . 

"  I  have  dreamed  something  last  night,  or 
whenever  that  was,  but  I  do  not  remember 
exactly  what  it  was,  he  went  on,  but  it  seemed 
to  me  something  unpleasant,  I  think.  Never- 
theless, I  think  it  was  something  about  our 
family  ;  some  accident,  that  had  taken  place. 
Oh,  yes  !  it  was  about  Frederick,  he  was  thrown 
from  his  horse  and  killed,  it  seemed  to  me. 
Of  course,  as  dreams  always  go  by  contraries, 
Frederick  must  be  all  right.'' 

Had  Teresa  not  been  looking  in  another 
direction  at  something  apparently  very  interest- 
ing, Hermann  might  have  noticed  a  deadly 
pallor  covering  her  beautiful  face,  and  tears 
filling  her  lovely  eyes  to  the  brim.  She  w^as 
tiying  to  be  strong  but  could  not.  Her  hands 
were  trembling  and  in  a  few  moments  her 
emotion  betrayed  her.    She  began  to  weep. 

Teresa,  you  frighten  me.  "  Hermann  seized 
her  hands  more  fervently,  and  drew  her  closeer 
to  him.  You  frighten  me  ;  what  is  the 
matter,  what  ails  you  ?  " 

No  answer  but  tears. 
Do  tell  me,  Teresa,  never  mind  what  troubles 
you.   I  am  prepared  for  anything." 

Teresa;^tried  hard  to  begin,  but  words  failed 
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her.  She  had  stemmed  all  her  feelings  with  a 
stout  heart  since  last  night,  when  the  Countess, 
her  mother,  received  at  the  bedside  of  her  sick 
child  a  telegram  that  Frederick  died  in  con- 
sequence of  a  fall  from  his  horse. Now  her 
emotions  defied  her  will  and  the  tears  gushed 
forth. 

Tell  me,  dear  sister,  has  something  happen- 
ed to  Frederick,  or  perhaps  to  papa  ? 

Your  dream  was  not  a  dream  — 

Frederick  is  not  dead,  is  he  ? 

Yes,  Hermann,  he  is  dead,  you  must  have 
heard  mother  read  the  telegram  last  night 
when  you  were  half  conscious.  We  were  speak- 
ing of  it  together  when  watching  at  your 
side.'' 

A  long  painful  silence  followed.  Hermann 
was  overpowered  by  this  sad  news.  He  could 
not  weep  at  first.  He  knew  not  whether  he  was 
awake  or  asleep,  but  finally  gave  way  to  an 
abundance  of  tears.  The  thought  of  his  father 
and  mother  so  heavily  tried  by  this  bereavement 
made  him  forget  all  his  own  pains.  It  brought 
back  to  him  all  his  self-control  and  it  was  a  sad 
retrospect  that  rose  up  before  his  mind.  How 
happy  had  he  been  in  the  morning  of  the  aca- 
demic beer-evening  ;  what  a  long  and  success- 
ful struggle  with  himself  in  the  church  ;  what 
joy  and  happiness  to  be  home  the  next  day 
as  the  first  of  first of  Blumfeld,  in,  the  midst 
of  his  family  at  Verleburg,  sure  of  his  victory 
this  time  —  and  behold,  everything  is  upset. 
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Nothing  but  sadness  and  desolation  for  him,  his 
parents  and  the  whole  family. 

God  disposes,  man  only  proposes/'  were 
the  first  words  that  broke  the  mournful  silence. 
Yes,  God  disposes,  yes,  yes.'' 
Teresa  nodded  assent. 
When  did  the  accident  take  place,  Teresa  ?" 
Three  days  ago." 
Is  he  buried  ?  " 

I  suppose  so,  dear,  he  was  to  be  buried  in 
Hornstein  to-day  ;  that  is  why  mamma  left 
last  night,  to  be  present  at  the  funeral  at 
least." 

Is  papa  still  sick  ?" 

No,  dear,  but  almost  broken-hearted.  He 
was  not  really  sick  at  all.  You  know  Frederick 
did  not  die  immediately,  he  lived  for  some  hours 
after  papa  arrived  there.  We  did  not  wish 
to  tell  you  about  it  at  once,  thinking  that  the 
accident  was  not  so  serious,  but  he  never  re- 
cognized papa.  Mamma  would  have  gone  like- 
wise, but  then  you  were  so  sick  that  she  pre- 
ferred to  stay  here." 

Well,  the  only  thing  we  can  and  must  do 
now,  is  to  pray  for  our  dear  brother  and  also 
for  father  and  mother  that  they  may  be  able  to 
carry  this  heavy  cross  courageously  and  with 
resignation,  and  at  the  same  time  prepare  for 
others.  I  feel  there  will  be  something  else  asked 
of  them.  By  the  way,  dear  Teresa,  will  you 
ask  the  priest  of  the  parish  to  be  so  kind  as  to 
give  me  Holy  Communion  to-morrow  morning  ? 
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I  would  like  to  do  that  much  for  Frederick 
anyhow/^ 

Yes,  I  certainly  will/'  replied  Teresa,  for 
I  myself  am  going  too,  so  111  arrange  all  about 
that/' 

^'  And  then  let  us  be  resigned  to  God's  holy 
Will  likewise,  Teresa.  He  does  all  for  our  best. 
We  cannot  doubt  His  goodness,  though  we 
do  not  understand  His  ways.  And  you  must 
pray  for  me,  too,  that  I  may  have  the  courage 
to  do  what  I  feel  I  must  do,  and  for  which  I 
am  prepared  —  at  least  I  think  I  was  —  when 
this  accident  happened  to  me." 

What  do  you  mean,  Hermann  ?  Surely 
you  were  not  thinking  of  doing  something  rash 

My  dear,  no  !  I  was  simply  going  to  explain 
to  father,  that  now,  after  the  great  success 
at  the  academy,  I  do  not  wish  to  be  a  soldier, 
but  a  priest.  I  cannot  be  a  soldier,  no,  I  cannot. 
Something  tells  me  that  I  must  be  a  priest. 
I  know  that  papa  will  not  give  his  consent,  and 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  cannot  decide  for  the 
military  career.  You  know  what  that  means  ; 
so  I  cannot  change  my  mind  ;  so  I  must  be 
ready  for  anything,  you  understand  ? 

^'  You  have  not  given  up  your  idea,  then  ?  " 

^'  No,  dear,  and  I  most  sincerely  hope  I 
never  shall,  and  I  never  will,  and  I  never  can." 

"  I  am  very  pleased,  you  have  not,  Hermann, 
and  you  know  I  would  be  more  than  thankful 
to  God,  if  I  could  see  you  as  a  priest  at  the  altar; 
but  have  you  thought  of  what  it  may  mean 
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to  you  and  papa  ?  Think  seriously  of  this 
before  you  speak  to  him  about  it.  I  know  he 
will  not  give  his  consent  on  any  condition. 
Whenever  you  wrote  and  mentioned  something 
to  this  effect,  papa  was  in  bad  humor.  We 
tried  to  reason  with  him,  but  it  was  useless. 
If  you  insist,  I  do  not  know  what  will  happen  ; 
but  I  am  convinced  that  there  will  be  quite 
a  scene."' 

I  am  fully  aware  of  that,'"  Hermann  said, 
^'  but  I  cannot  help  it.  I  have  thought  of  it 
by  day,  I  have  dreamed  of  it  by  night.  I  have 
considered  the  '  for '  and  ^  againgt '  from  every 
point  of  view.  It  is  going  to  be  hard,  but  it 
must  be  done.  God  will  do  what  I  cannot  do." 

It  was  getting  late  by  this  time.  Hermann, 
though  feeling  pretty  well,  was  tired.  Teresa 
noticed  this,  and  having  given  him  some  more 
of  the  medicine,  and  encouraged  him  in  his 
intentions,  kissed  him  a  hearty  ^'  Good  night " 
and  retired  to  the  hotel  Kaiserhof.  She  did 
not  feel  as  happy  as  she  had  expected.  She  had 
not  had  the  chance,  or  better  the  courage, 
to  speak  to  her  brother  about  something  that 
rested  like  a  huge  stone  upon  her  heart. 

But  to-morrow  I  am  certainly  going  to  open 
my  heart  to  him  and  learn  all  about  it,"  was  the 
last  resolution  she  took  just  before  she  went  to 
sleep. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


A   FUNERAL    AND    AN   ENGAGEMENT  RING. 

C^s  proposed,  Teresa  went  to  Holy  Commu- 
Czr  nion  the  next  morning  in  the  Chapel  of  the 
Hospital.  She  had  not  slept  very  well,  but 
thought  the  more  as  to  when  and  how  she 
would  find  it  easiest  to  open  her  aching  heart 
to  her  dear  brother.  She  prayed  long  and 
fervently  after  Communion  and  Mass,  and 
waited  to  see  Hermann  early  in  the  morning. 
But  Hermann,  as  can  easily  be  understood, 
after  such  manifold  bad  news  about  the  family, 
had  not  rested  very  much  either.  He  had  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion,  too,  and  was  sleeping 
peacefully  when  the  nurse  entered  his  room 
to  see  if  he  was  in  condition  to  receive  visi- 
tors in  the  forenoon.  Teresa,  being  informed 
of  this,  decided  to  go  back  to  the  hotel  and 
call  later  on  in  the  afternoon. 

About  ten  o^clock,  however,  Hermann  was 
roused  from  his  slumber  by  a  gentle  knock 
at  the  door  and  instinctively  called  out  Come 
in.'' 

It  was  good  Father  Francis.  His  face  wore 
the  usual  never-failing  kind  smile,  which  marks 
the  soul  over  which  the  eye  of  God  is  always 
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resting.  An  angel  could  not  have  been  more 
welcome  to  Hermann  than  was  Father  Francis. 
He  was  the  bright,  golden,  cheering  sun  between 
the  dark,  dull  clouds,  that  hovered  over  the 
young  officer's  mind.  He  had  assisted  at  the 
funeral  of  Frederick  and  had  taken  the  first 
train  back  in  order  to  call  at  the  hospital  and 
see  H  ermann. 

It  is  more  than  kind  of  you.  Father,  to 
take  the  trouble  to  come  and  tell  me  the  news 
about  poor  Frederick.  I  thank  you  with  all 
my  heart.    How  are  papa  and  mamma  ?  " 

They  are  very  well,"  said  the  priest,  and 
I  think  that  they  bear  this  affliction  in  a  very 
Christian  way.  I  saw  them  just  for  a  few  mo- 
ments after  the  funeral.  They  expect  to  be 
back  by  to-morrow,  I  think. —  But  the  funeral 
of  Frederick  was  simply  grandiose,  something 
beyond  description.  In  my  life  of  a  priest  I 
have  witnessed  many  funerals  but  never  any- 
thing like  this  one.  These  military  burials  are 
imposing  and  almost  enough  to  make  one  wish 
to  be  a  soldier.  The  whole  regiment  of  Uhlans, 
clad  in  their  mourning,  accompanied  their  be- 
loved comrade  to  the  grave.  Chopin's  funeral 
march  made  more  impression  on  me  than  ever 
before.  Thousands  of  people  lined  up  on  either 
side  of  the  way,  and  those  who  did  not  weep 
were  very  few,  I  should  think.  And,  dear  Her- 
mann, 1  saw  to-day  something  I  had  deemed 
to  be  impossible.  I  saw  the  Colonel  von  Verle- 
burg, your  papa,  weep."  Father  Francis  stopped 
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to  remove  a  tear  from  his  own  eye.  "  Yes, 
papa  wept,  and  he  wept  bitterly,  when  the 
army  chaplain.  Rev.  Weyers,  gave  the  funeral 
sermon." 

Oh,  that  was  a  great  friend  of  Frederick's  " 
—  Hermann  interrupted  —  I  remember  how 
he  used  to  speak  of  Captain  Weyers  as  the  best 
oflScer  of  the  whole  division.  Papa  must  have 
remembered  that  likewise."  And  Hermann 
wept,  too. 

Yes,  he  is  a  marvelous  man  and  a  masterly 
preacher, "  Father  Francis  went  on.  He 
had  chosen  for  his  text  the  words,  '  Give  ye, 
therefore  to  God  the  things  that  are  God's, 
and  to  Caesar  the  things  that  are  Caesar's'. 
The  sad  occurrence  that  has  brought  us  here 
together,'  he  explained,  ^  brings  home  to  our 
hearts  most  forcibly  the  great  necessity  of 
doing  our  duty  on  all  occasions  and  in  all  points. 
We  have  obligations  of  a  double  nature,  some 
relating  to  the  world  around  us,  others  to  the 
world  within  us,  and  the  world  to  come,  but 
to  both  we  needs  must  attend.  In  our  time  of 
materialism,  however,  the  tendencies  are  to  do 
all  that  can  be  done  to  obtain  the  comforts 
and  ease  of  this  world  ;  to  succeed  in  our  en- 
terprises ;  to  hold  positions  of  honor,  and  to 
enjoy  riches  and  wealth  at  the  risk  of  completely 
forgetting  the  interests  of  the  world  within 
us,  our  immortal  soul.  And  yet,  what  is  the 
use  of  all  the  glory  and  splendor  of  this  world  ? 
Vanity  of  vanities,  and  all  is  vanity.  There 
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is  nothing  lasting  beneath  the  sun.  We  seek 
fame  and  fortune  ;  it  plays  with  us  and  disap- 
pears. Nothing  accompanies  us  to  the  grave, 
except  a  good  conscience,  the  friendship  of 
God.  There  is  no  greater  happiness  for  us  than 
the  conviction  that  we  have  done  our  duty 
towards  God  and  towards  our  neighbour  ;  that 
we  have  given  to  God  the  things  that  are  God^s, 
and  to  Caesar  the  things  that  are  Caesar^s. 
Frederick  von  Verleburg,  whom  this  apparently 
untimely  death  has  snatched  from  our  midst, 
has  the  right  to  claim  this  happiness,  this 
glory,  as  he  lies  silent  in  the  grave.  He  was 
one  of  the  ablest  and  most  respected  officers; 
always  gay,  jovial,  and  ready  to  do  a  service  ; 
always  most  conscientious  in  the  fulfilment  of 
his  military  duties,  and  never  forgetful  of  his 
religious  obligations.  He  was  a  thorough  Cath- 
olic, convinced  of  his  Faith,  unflinching  in  its 
observance.  ^^Deo  et  Regi  was  his  motto  ; 
for  God  and  the  King,  and  was  faithful  to  it. 
He  not  only  assisted  at  Holy  Mass,  but  he  also 
received  Holy  Communion  regularly  and  it 
was  on  the  morning  of  the  fatal  accident  that 
he  received  the  Lord  of  Lords  for  the  last  time 
on  earth,  to  meet  Him  well  prepared  on  the 
threshold  of  eternity.^' 

There  was  not  an  eye  that  remained  with- 
out tears,  and,  as  I  said,  papa  was  certainly 
moved  to  the  innermost  part  of  his  being.  " 

Father  Francis  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was 
almost  time  to  leave  for  the  train. 
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I  forgot  to  ask  you  how  you  are  getting 
on,  Hermann.  You  are  doing  well  ? 

Yes,  Father,  as  well  as  can  be  expected, 
I  am  told.  But  I  suffer  more  in  my  soul  than 
in  my  body.  Do  not  go  yet,  please,  I  want  to 
speak  to  you  about  something.  There  is  not 
much  time  so  I  will  be  short,  and  come  out 
with  it  at  once.  Father,  I  do  not  want  to  be  a 
soldier.  I  think  I  have  a  vocation  to  the  priest- 
hood. Now,  you  know,  papa  is  a  Catholic, 
but  on  some  things  he  has  not  a  very  Catholic 
mind.  He  believes  in  going  to  church  and 
always  insisted  on  the  children  being  instructed 
in  religion  and  the  rest.  I  know  he  does  not  want 
to  give  me  his  consent  ;  he  will  positively  not 
hear  of  it.  My  mother,  on  the  other  hand,  as 
also  Teresa,  have  not  only  no  objection  to  it 
but  would  even  be  glad  to  see  me  at  the  altar. 
Since  my  First  Communion  this  idea  has 
haunted  me  and  it  is  useless  to  try  to  repress  it. 
As  I  have  passed  the  examinations  at  the  Aca- 
demy, I  shall  have  to  join  the  regiment  very 
soon,  which  I  do  not  feel  able  to  do.  It  may 
probably  mean  a  complete  rupture  between 
papa  and  me,  and  a  lot  of  trouble  to  my  family, 
if  I  follow  my  desire.  So,  what  do  you  advise 
me  to  do  in  my  present  situation  ?  It  is  a 
delicate  and  all  important  point  and  my  own 
reasoning  fails  to  give  me  satisfaction.  I  feel 
I  need  advice  in  a  question  so  dear  to  me, 
and  this  advice  I  ask  of  you,  who  have 
been  commissioned  by   God  to   advise  and 
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direct.    What  do  you  advise  me  to  do 

There  are  moments  in  our  hfe,  in  which 
we  hesitate  and  doubt  about  our  most  clear 
and  most  evident  convictions.  What  seems  to 
us  at  other  moments  —  and  in  reality  is  — 
very  natural,  simply  and  unerringly,  the  right, 
envelopes  itself  in  a  prudent  reserve  and  bids 
us  to  be  silent  when  asked  to  give  a  decision, 
direction  or  advice  in  a  momentous  question, 
at  least  for  a  time.  Father  Francis  knew  per- 
fectly well  the  answer  he  should  give  and  would 
give,  but  there  were  other  reasons  to  be  taken 
into  consideration.  He  knew  equally  well  the 
sentiments  of  the  colonel,  his  friend,  and  the 
great  responsibility  he  assumed  in  giving  advice. 

This  is  a  rather  unexpected  question," 
he  frankly  admitted,  and  the  consequences 
it  may  entail  are  so  serious,  that  I  do  not  feel 
ready  to  advise  you  on  anything  for  the  moment, 
except  to  wait.  I  will  think  it  over  and  ask 
counsel  of  Him  who  rules  over  the  destinies 
of  men.  Besides,  at  the  present  moment,  you 
are  not  in  a  condition  to  do  anything,  for  some- 
time at  any  rate,  and  it  would  be  ill-advised 
to  mention  this  to  your  father  ;  he  has  had 
trouble  enough  of  late  and  he  might  find  it 
harder  than  ever  to  allow  you  to  follow  your 
inclination.  So,  pray  and  wait.  I  shall  try  to 
see  you  again  as  soon  as  I  possibly  can.  " 

He  rose  to  go,  but  stopped  once  more  before 
he  opened  the  door. 

Would  you  perhaps  like  to  read  this  book  ?  " 
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he  asked,  producing  from  his  satchel,  a  volume. 

It  is  the  life  of  my  patron  saint,  St.  Francis 
of  Assisi.  It  has  just  been  published  and  I 
find  it  very  interesting.  Perhaps  it  might  help 
you  to  pass  the  time.  That  is,  if  you  are  able  to 
read  without  tiring  yourself  too  much.  ^' 

"  Thank  you.  Father,  I  shall  be  very  pleased 
to  read  it  as  soon  as  I  am  able  to.  May  be 
that  Teresa  will  read  to  me.  Thank  you  very 
much. 

That  is  all  right,  Hermann.  Do  not  think 
too  much  about  your  vocation.  If  God  wants 
you  to  be  a  priest,  He  will  make  it  possible 
for  you.  Place  yourself  entirely  in  His  hands 
and  allow  Him  to  work  in  you  and  on  you  as 
He  may  deem  best  for  you.  Now,  good-bye, 
and  God  bless  you. " 

Whatever  consolation  Hermann  had  received 
by  telling  his  trouble  to  the  good  priest,  be 
could  not  say.  But  he  felt  easier  and  more 
hopeful,  as  is  the  case  with  everyone  who  shares 
his  anxietes  with  another.  The  very  fact  of 
having  spoken  of  them  gives  relief  and  raises 
hope  in  the  heart. 

He  was  able  to  take  some  refreshments  at 
noon,  felt  considerably  better  and  soon  after 
fell  asleep.  When  he  next  awoke  it  was  well 
nigh  evening  and  his  awakening  was  the  result 
of  Teresa^ s  entering  into  the  room. 

''  I  declare,  you  did  have  a  good  rest.  Do 
you  feel  strong  enough  to  have  a  little  inter- 
view with  me  now  ?  I  have  been  waiting  all  day 
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to  have  a  talk  with  you,  but  you  were  always 
asleep  and  I  did  not  like  to  disturb  3^ou.  I  did 
not  wish  to  insist  too  much.  And  how  are  you 
to-day,  dear  ? 

Oh,  I  feel  fine,  not  to  say  very  well,  and  I 
am  quite  strong  enough  to  give  you  an  audience," 
Hermann  said  with  a  touch  of  pleasantry. 

Would  you  mind  turning  on  the  light,  dear, 
perhaps  we  need  that  to  see  clearly  into  your 
affairs.  " 

If  you  like  it,  yes.  "  Teresa  said  hesitatingly, 
though  I  prefer  to  be  in  the  dark  just  now.  " 
She  came  closer  to  him,  then  continued  :  Her- 
mann, I  know  I  can  trust  you,  and  I  want  to 
ask  you  something.  Will  you  tell  me  the  truth 
and  nothing  but  the  truth  and  promise  to  keep 
secret  what  I  am  about  to  tell  you  ?  " 

Good  gracious,  Teresa,  you  look  as  serious 
as  a  judge.  In  fact  you  startle  me.  Have  you 
decided  to  be  a  nun  ?  You  know  your  words 
remind  me  of  a  scene  in  my  apartment  at  Ver- 
leburg, after  my  First  Communion  ;  you  re- 
member ?     Hermann  smiled  teasingly. 

If  it  is  that  you  wish  to  tell  me,  you  need 
not  be  so  mysterious  about  it.  That  will  not 
frighten  me  in  the  dark,  Teresa  ! 

Teresa  shook  her  head  and  drew  still  nearer 
to  her  brother  ;  she  held  in  her  hand  the 
Blumfeld  paper. 

Have  you  seen  Louis  lately  ?  "  she  began. 

I  saw  him  last  on  the  evening  of  the  beer- 
party  at  the  academy.  " 
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Was  he  all  right  with  you,  then  ?  " 

Excuse  me,  have  you  been  appointed  detect- 
ive to  cross-examine  me  ? 

No,  not  exactly  that,  but  I  would  like  to 
know.  Did  you  have  a  little  dispute  with  him  ? 
It  appears  that  you  had. 

Not  that  I  know  of.  Well,  I  told  him  to 
respect  my  religion  and  the  priests  of  my  religion. 
But  what  makes  you  ask  that,  I  pray  ? 

As  I  came  back  from  the  hotel,  I  bought  the 
morning  newspaper  from  a  boy  who  announced 
at  the  top  of  his  voice  :  Latest  news  about  the 
murder  of  Anton  Zimbel,  I  glanced  over  the 
article  and  saw  to  my  astonishment,  that  the 
police  are  on  the  track  and  looking  for  Louis 
von  Stolzenburg  as  the  perpetrator  of  the 
crime. 

What  makes  the  police  believe  that  ?  ^' 
Hermann  asked  with  apparent  unconcern. 

It  is  a  certain  Mr.  Buff,  who,  seeing  the 
reward  of  five  hundred  marks  for  anyone  giving 
information  about  the  murder,  volunteered  to 
give  all  he  knew.  He  describes  the  man  in  such 
a  way  as  to  coincide  almost  completely  with 
Louis.  He  says  that  the  man,  before  he  expired, 
uttered  the  name  of  Louis.  Then  the  students 
gave  an  account  of  what  happened  between  you 
and  him.  All  this  inclines  the  police  to  look 
upon  Louis  as  the  real  murderer, 

She  could  not  get  further.  Her  voice  broke 
and  she  hid  her  face  in  the  pillow  beside  her 
brother.    Hermann  did  not  know  how  to  take 
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this  and  said  nothing,  but  tried  to  think  hard. 
After  a  while  a  thought  struck  him. 

Why  do  you  ask  me  all  this  and  why  do 
you  take  the  affair  so  much  to  heart  ? 

Do  you  think  there  is  any  truth  in  the  re- 
port ?  "  she  asked  not  heeding  the  question. 

There  may  be,  but  it  is  only  a  '  may  be  \ 
some  truth  in  it, Hermann  replied  with  the 
wisdom  of  Solomon.  There  may  be  some  truth 
in  it.  There  is  no  lie  so  great  as  not  to  contain 
some  truth,  says  the  proverb.  But  why  do  you 
ask  me  this  and  why  are  you  so  upset  about  it  ? 
Tell  me,  dear  sister,  I  will  keep  it  all  to  my- 
self 

Teresa  did  not  answer  ;  she  sat  up,  opened 
her  beautifully  wrought  silver  purse,  took  some- 
thing out  of  it  and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of 
Hermann  and  then  hid  her  face  again  as  before, 
and  wept.  Hermann  opened  the| little  locket. 
Had  he  discovered  a  white  elephant  in  that  tiny 
box,  he  could  certainly  not  have  been  more 
surprised  than  he  was  when  he  found  therein  a 
magnificent  diamond,  sparkling  and  shining  in 
the  most  beautiful  colors  on  a  gold  engagement 
ring. 

Teresa  had  always  been  the  special  friend  of 
Louis  even  from  earliest  childhood  ;  in  fact  she 
was  the  only  one  who  had  any  definite  influence 
over  him.  Her  wishes  were  laws,  and  her  desires 
commands.  She  exercised  a  certain  protectorate 
over  him  ;  but  no  one  would  have  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  the  existence  of  other  senti- 
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ments  than  those  of  friendship  between  the  two, 
at  least  this  is  what  Hermann  thought.  The 
Countess,  his  mother,  however,  with  the  instinct 
of  woman,  discovered  that  Teresa  and  Louis 
became  more  intimate  as  they  grew  older,  and 
in  her  own  heart  thought  that  the  two  might 
go  through  life  together.  Yet  she  spoke  to  her 
daughter  and  advised  her.  Teresa  tried  hard  to 
avoid  him,  not  to  think  of  him,  but  it  was  of 
no  use.  It  was  stronger  than  herself  and  made 
her  often  shed  tears  over  her  weakness  ;  but 
those  tears  never  tore  asunder  the  bonds  that 
held  the  two  together.  Of  all  this  Hermann  had 
not  the  faintest  idea. 

You  mean  to  say,  Teresa,  that  you  are  en- 
gaged to  Louis  ? 

Yes. 

That  you  care  for  him  ? 
Yes. 

^VYou  cannot  be  serious,  dear  sister.  Now 
come,  sit  up  and  let  me  have  a  confidential  talk 
with  you.  You  surely  understand  that  Louis 
is  not  and  cannot  be  for  you  what  you  think. 
He  has  talents,  all  right  ;  but  he  does  not  wish 
to  use  them.  He  fails  in  every  examination  ;  he 
has  absolutely  no  push  in  him.  This  might  pass  ; 
but  look  at  his  lack  of  religion.  He  is  not  far 
from  an  atheist  in  his  religious  views,  every- 
thing so— " 

Hermann,  you  are  mistaken,'^  Teresa  inter- 
rupted, "  you  are  mistaken.  Louis  has  talents, 
yes,  he  has  and  he  wants  to  use  them  but  not  as 
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a  soldier  ;  he  does  not  want  to  be  a  soldier. 
What  he  likes  is  to  be  a  civil  engineer.  He  has 
studied  that  quite  a  bit  whilst  at  the  academy 
and  thinks  to  be  able  to  pass  any  examination 
in  that  branch.  With  regard  to  his  religion,  I 
know  that  he  has  not  been  what  he  should  have 
been.  But  he  acknowledges  it  and  would  like 
to  do  better;  but  then  there  are  the  companions. 
Once  he  gets  away  from  the  Academy  he  will 
be  all  right.  He  promised  me. 

And  you  are  thinking  of  marrying  him  ? 

Why  not  ?  Yes,  I  am.  Of  course,  not  just 
now,  you  know  —  ^  V 

"  Put  that  out  of  your  mind,  Teresa.  Papa 
you  know  — 

Well,  we  are  just  in  the  same  position,  both 
of  us.  We  are  both  afraid  of  papa.  But  I  have 
the  same  conviction  about  my  future  as  you 
about  yours.  Besides  this,  Louis  feels  much  the 
same  as  we  two.  He  wants  something  else  than 
what  his  father  and  his  uncle  to  a  great  extent 
have  prepared  for  him.  So  you  see  that  you 
have  no  reason  for  grumbling  at  me,  dear  Her- 
mann. 

Since  when  have  you  this  ring,  Teresa  ? 

Four  days  ago,  since  the  anniversary  of 
Louis'  First  Communion  day. 

That  is  also  the  day  of  my  Communion 
and  my  bad  luck. 

Tell  me,  now,  Hermann,  what  do  you  think 
of  the  report  in  the  paper  ?  Don't  you  think 
it  is  preposterous,  impertinent,  to  do  as  much 
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as  to  think  of  it  ?  Those  editors  should  be  held 
up  before  the  law  and  be  made  an  example  of. 
Don^t  you  think  so  ? 

I  do  not  think  for  a  moment  that  Louis 
wanted  to  kill  Anton  Zimbel.  I  do  not  and  cannot 
believe  it. 

Had  Hermann  been  in  good  health,  Teresa 
might  have  made  him  sore  in  her  overbounding 
joy  at  his  firm,  flat  refusal  to  believe  her 
bethrothed  capable  of  having  committed  the 
crime  of  murder  ;  but  as  it  was,  she  simply,  but 
tenderly  and  repeatedly  kissed  him  on  the  fore 
head.  In  her  enthusiasm  she  paid  no  attention  to 
the  fine  subtlety  of  expression  with  which  Her- 
mann had  evaded  her  question,  but  given  her 
peace  and  calm. 

Now,  I  am  happy  that  you  do  not  believe 
the  report.  Do  you  know  where  Louis  has  gone 
to  ?  I  know  he  had  to  go  to  Munster  these  days, 
but  I  expected  him  before  this. 

All  the  same,  Teresa,  I  cannot  help  being 
astonished  at  your  choice.  I  was  sure  you  were 
going  to  be  a  nun. 

And  since  when,  if  I  may  ask  ? 

Ever  since  you  used  to  play  the  nun. 
*^  Oh,  that  was  only  child's  play,  but  now  I 
am  serious. 

Do  father  and  mother  know  about  it  ? 
"  Mamma  does,  but  not  papa.  I  don't  know 
what  he  will  say  to  it.  I  simply  dread  the  thought 
of  speaking  to  him  about  it.  You  must  not  say 
a  word  of  all  this,  but  let  us  pray  one  for  the 
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other,  that  we  may  do  what  is  right,  and  all  the 
rest  will  arrange  itself.  " 

It  was  dark  in  the  room  by  this  time  and  sup- 
per was  ready  for  Hermann.  Besides,  Hermann 
had  had  a  very  busy  day,  and  a  really  marvelous 
increase  in  the  knowledge  of  the  human  heart. 

Only  God  and  you  know  what  is  in  your  heart, 
he  said  after  Teresa  had  bidden  him  good-night. 


CHAPTER  IX 


A  DISCUSSION  AND  THE  FIRST  FALL-OUT 
WITH  PAPA. 

WO  days  later  the  Count  and  Countess  von 
Veiieburg  were  on  their  way  home  from 
Frederick's  funeral.  They  stayed  for  a  few  days 
at  Blumfeld  to  see  Hermann.  It  was  a  very  sad 
meeting  indeed  and  their  mutual  greeting  was 
a  long  embrace  that  spoke  volumes  of  love  and 
grief.  The  colonel  was  a  different  man  in  appear- 
ance. The  crosses  of  the  past  years  in  general, 
the  affliction  of  the  past  days  in  particular,  had 
left  the  evident  imprint  of  deep  pain  and  suffer- 
ing of  heart  on  his  face,  in  his  bearing  and 
movement.  He  still  maintained  his  erect,  noble, 
military  carriage,  but  it  was  no  longer  the  natural 
show  of  superiority,  which  opulence,  education 
but  especially  the  consciousness  of  having  all 
and  needing  nothing  gives  to  persons  of  rank 
and  position.  It  was  rather  a  feeble  attempt  of 
his  will  to  preserve  among  the  accumulating 
ruins  of  his  wealth  and  health,  the  calm  self- 
possession  of  a  defeated  soldier,  trying  to  stand 
his  ground  till  the  last  spark  of  hope  vanishes. 
He  shared  indeed  the  trials  of  holy  Job,  but 
could  not,  hard  as  he  tried,  imitate  the  magnan- 
imous spirit  of  that   Patriarch.      The  Lord 
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has  given,  the  Lord  has  taken  away, came 
sometimes  to  his  heart  and  mounted  to  his  hps  ; 
he  endeavored  to  make  them  his  own  ;  but  he 
did  not  possess  the  never-faihng  support  of 
faith.  At  the  grave  of  Frederick  he  had  wept  and 
taken  the  best  resolutions  of  patience  and  resi- 
gnation, but  they  followed  Frederick  soon  to  the 
tomb.  He  realty  envied  his  wife,  who  tried  hard 
to  make  him  see  and  take  things  in  the  light  of 
Faith.  Although  her  heart  was  suffering  perhaps 
more  than  that  of  her  husband,  she  found  con- 
solation in  the  thought,  that  affliction  brings 
us  closer  to  God,  purifying  the  soul  even  as  gold 
is  tried  and  cleansed  from  dross  in  the  glowing 
furnace  ;  that  death  is  but  a  temporary  sepa- 
ration from  those  we  love.  She  was  one  of  those 
noble  souls  that  trust  and  hope  in  God  even  in 
the  lion's  mouth.  She  had  been  doing  her  best 
since  Frederick's  fatal  accident  to  keep  up  the 
courage  of  the  colonel  and  had,  at  least  appar- 
ently, succeeded  fairly  well.  Yet  the  Count's 
patience  was  that  of  inevitable  necessity  ;  his 
eyes  remained  gloomy.  But  on  seeing  Hermann 
his  face  resumed  its  usual  expression  of  pride 
and  happiness  and  the  tears  that  rolled  like 
pearls  over  his  furrowed  cheeks  were  tears  of 
joy  at  seeing  his  darling  son,  the  pride  of  his 
heart,  the  hope  of  his  future,  on  the  way  to 
recovery.  The  dark  clouds  of  mourning  and 
sorrow  disappeared  from  his  mind  and  he 
thought  only  of  his  dear  Hermann  whom  he 
held  in  fond  paternal  embrace. 
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As  this  is  the  first  time  we  meet  after  your 
great  success  at  the  Academy,  my  son,  I  will 
forget  all  the  sufferings  and  difficulties  of  the 
past  and  congratulate  you  upon  your  rare  dis- 
tinction. You  know  that  the  remembrance  of 
this  great  honor  conferred  upon  our  family  in 
this  way,  and  which  at  the  same  time  satisfies 
the  most  dear  and  most  profound  ambition  of 
my  life,  has  been  the  strongest  if  not  the  only 
support  in  all  my  late  miseries. 

I  am  very  grateful  to  you,  dear  father,  for 
your  deep  love  for  me  ;  but  really  —  ^' 

My  heart  bled  sorely,  when  by  an  infernal 
roguery  our  estates  were  all  but  doomed  to 
confiscation  ;  it  was  crushed  by  the  terrible 
accident  to  dear  Frederick  ;  but  had  I  received 
news  that  you,  dear  boy,  had  been  snatched 
away  from  me  forever,  I  would  not  have  sur- 
vived it  by  one  minute,  nor  would  I  have  cared 
to  do  so. 

But,  papa,  you  confuse  me  with  yom  affec- 
tion for  me.  I  am  exceedingly  proud  of  your  love 
and  I  hope  that  in  all  my  life  I  shall  never  do 
anything  that  may  deserve  a  withdrawal  of 
your  love  from  me. 

One  woudl  almost  think  that  you  had  not 
seen  each  other  for  ages,  and  that  you  were 
again  on  the  point  of  a  farewell  forever,  said 
the  Countess  laughingly  and  turning  the  leaves 
of  a  book  on  the  marble  table  close  to  Hermann's 
head. 

It  does  indeed  seem  to  be  ages  to  me,  dear 


90         The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

wife,  since  I  first  saw  in  Hermann  the  possibility 
of  filling  with  honor  my  place,  and  it  has  seemed 
to  be  ages  from  that  time  to  the  day  which  pro- 
claimed Hermann  '  First  of  First  ^  in  the  royal 
Academy.  My  heart's  desire  is  now  an  accomp- 
plished  fact.  What  book  have  you  there  ?  " 

It  is  the  life  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  and 
seems  to  be  very  interestingly  written,  the 
Countess  replied,  passing  the  book  to  her  hus- 
band. 

I  think  it  is  about  the  best  book  I  ever  laid 
hold  on.  Beautiful,  pathetic  from  beginning  to 
end.  I  have  read  most  of  it  myself  and  Teresa 
has  been  reading  it  to  me  sometimes.  ''  Her- 
mann added. 

The  colonel  opened  the  book,  read  passages 
here  and  there  and  listened  at  the  same  time 
to  the  sketch  of  it  as  given  by  his.son. 

^'  He  must  have  had  a  hard  time  of  it  before 
he  became  a  Saint, the  convalescent  conti- 
nued. He  was  of  rich,  noble  birth  ;  in  fact 
he  was  the  flower  and  crown  of  the  noble  youth 
of  Assisi,  and  the  favorite  of  his  ambitious 
father  who  had  destined  him  for  his  own  career, 
that  of  a  cloth-merchant  with  a  business  over 
all  the  world.  But  Francis  felt  a  higher  caUing, 
a  calling  from  God,  and  he  fearlessly  tried  to 
j>ut  himself  into  conformity  with  the  will  of  the 
Most  Higii.  He  despised  all  his  vast  possessions, 
gave  them  to  the  poor  or  spent  them  in  repairing 
God's  ruined  temples  and  shrines  ;  but  as  to 
his  father's  business,  he  never  cared  about  it. 
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His  father  at  first  paid  little  attention  to  his 
extravagant,  eccentric  ways  ;  then  began  to 
argue  with  him  and  when  all  this  did  not  avail, 
summoned  him  before  the  magistrates  of  the 
city  and  finally  before  the  Bishop  of  Assisi,  in 
order  to  make  his  foolish  son  abdicate  every 
right  to  any  of  his  possessions.  Francis,  on 
hearing  this,  left  the  audience  and  retired  into 
an  adjacent  room,  stripped  himself  of  his  clothes 
and  re-entering  the  hall,  placed  his  garments 
at  the  feet  of  his  parent,  saying  :  I  take  your 
Lordship  and  all  here  present  to  witness,  that 
I  give  back  to  my  father  whatever  he  has  given 
to  me.  I  love  him  dearly,  but  I  feel  that  Grod 
has  called  me  to  something  else  than  the  business 
of  my  father.  I  trust  in  God^s  divine  prodivence 
and  henceforth  I  will  truly  say  :  Our  Father 
Who  art  in  Heaven.  Thus  he  became  the  founder 
of  the  Franciscan  Order  which  in  our  own  days 
counts  close  up  to  thirty-five  thousand  members 
and  has  given  to  the  Church  a  host  of  Saints. 
I  assure  you  it  is  very  interesting  to  read.  I 
think  I'll  read  it  again. 

The  gladness  had  disappeared  from  the  co- 
loneFs  face  during  this  sketch  of  St.  Francis* 
life.  The  tone  of  voice  in  which  it  was  depicted, 
the  enthusiastic  look  that  sparkled  in  Hermann's 
eyes,  the  eagerness  to  read  it  again,  were  to  him 
signs  of  at  least  too  great  a  piety  in  an  officer 
only  twenty  years  old.  Perhaps  he  even  thought 
of  that  wonderfully  fantastic  dream  of  Her- 
mann's on  the  day  of  his  first  Communion,  and 
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the  possibility  that  similar  ideas  might  again 
come  to  the  surface  and  develop  into  stem 
realities. 

Really,  I  admire  heroes  like  that, "  the 
colonel  said  in  a  matter  of  fact  way,  but  as  a 
rule  they  have  nothing  of  practical  importance 
for  our  modern  age.  They  were  the  natural 
offspring  of  the  benighted  Middle  Ages.  In  our 
time  of  development  and  progress  they  are  out 
of  place.  " 

It  does  not  seem  like  that  to  me,  "  Hermann 
interposed.  If  you  were  to  read  that  book, 
you  would  find  that  St.  Francis  and  his  com- 
panions or  followers  were  the  offspring  of  deep 
faith  and  the  right  conception  of  things  in  this 
world  and  the  next.  Nothing  but  unlimited, 
unbounded  Faith  in  God  could  have  irispired 
him  to  give  up  a  life  of  ease  and  comfort  and 
place  himself  on  a  level  with  what  the  world 
considers  as  the  most  degrading  and  despicable  : 
the  poor  and  the  lepers.  Do  you  not  think  so, 
too,  papa  ?  And  then  his  time  —  the  same 
may  be  said  of  the  entire  Middle  Ages  —  was 
not  a  time  of  darkness  and  inertia,  but  rather  a 
time  of  activit}^  and  art,  which  does  not  find  in 
our  age  an  equal,  much  less  a  superior.  " 

"  Now,  now,  Hermann,  you  are  getting  excited 
over  it, the  Countess  interjected.  "  Papa  does 
not  mean  any  harm  in  what  he  says,  nor  does 
he  believe  the  contrary  of  what  you  say.  He  has 
been  a  good  deal  abroad  and  knows  something 
about  history.  Is  that  not  true,  Frederick  ?  " 
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There  is  some  truth  in  that,  dear  wife,  " 
the  colonel  answered.  But  all  the  same,  what 
age  can  compare  with  ours  ?  Look  at  the  con- 
veniences, comfort,  ease,  science,  art,  in  every 
country  throughout  the  world  in  our  days  ;  no 
sign  or  trace  of  them  in  the  past,  absolutely  none/' 

My  dear  father,  I  am  afraid  you  blaspheme 
what  you  know  not.  The  Middle  Ages,  far  from 
being,  as  you  seem  to  think,  Dark  Ages,  were 
ages  of  great  intellectual  light.  No  century 
subsequent  to  the  thirteenth  has  produced  such 
keen  and  convincing  thinkers  as  Thomas  Aquinas 
and  Duns  Scotus.  Most  modern  scientific  discov- 
eries originated  in  the  Middle  Ages,  for  instance 
Roger  Bacon,  who  also  lived  in  the  glorious 
thirteenth  century,  seems  really  to  have  discov- 
ered and  invented  gunpowder.  We  pride  our- 
selves on  our  mechanical  skill,  and  yet  our  archi- 
tects and  stonemasons  admit  that  they  cannot 
longer  built  such  cathedrals  as  the  Middle  Ages 
scattered  all  over  Europe.  Though  the  popula- 
tion of  the  civilized  world  is  at  least  ten  times 
greater  now  than  in  the  Middle  Ages,  yet  when- 
ever a  modem  city  of  half  a  million  citizens 
wants  to  build  a  million  dollar  cathedral  it  has 
to  scour  the  whole  of  Europe  for  half  a  dozen 
first-class  craftsmen,  whereas  in  the  Germany  of 
the  Middle  Ages  every  town  of  five  thousand 
inhabitants  had  within  its  walls  all  the  highly 
skilled  and  really  artistic  craftsmen  needed  for 
the  building  of  the  finest  cathedrals.  Besides 
that  I  might  mention  — 
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Good  gracious,  boy,  the  colonel  said, 
throwing  up  both  arms,  you  have  your  batter- 
ies in  such  perfect  order  and  battle  array  that 
I  retract  my  words  and  ask  for  peace.  You  have 
your  litany  off  by  heart  and  I  will  rather  read 
the  book  and  see  what  I  can  get  out  of  it,  than 
listen  to  an  apologetic  lecture  right  here  before 
mother.  Would  you  perhaps  like  something  less 
serious  to  read  ?  novels  or  magazines  ?  You 
know  this  kind  of  literature  is  rather  hard  to 
digest,  I  presume. 

I  cannot  say  I  would  care  for  it,  papa.  You 
know  when  one  is  brought  as  close  to  the  gates 
of  death  as  I  was,  things  of  this  world  take  a 
different  aspect. 

Hallo,  that  book  seems  to  have  thrown  a 
spell  over  you,  "  the  colonel  said  abruptly  ; 

you  think  too  much.  The  best  thing  for  you 
would  be  to  come  home  to  Verleburg  as  soon  as 
possible,  to  have  more  distractions  and  be  per- 
fectly happy. 

Hermann  was  surprised.  He  raised  himself  up 
in  bed  ;  drew  the  colonel  close  to  himself,  threw 
his  right  arm  around  his  neck  and  kissed  him  ten- 
derly before  the  old  soldier  had  time  to  realize  it. 

*^  Dear  papa,  he  said  whilst  tears  run  down 
his  cheeks,  dear  papa,  I  know  that  you  love 
me  and  will  do  anything  to  make  me  happy,  will 
you  not  ? 

Why,  of  course,  certainly,  my  darling,  cer- 
tainly, the  poor  father  gasped,  thinking  that 
his  son  was  thankful  for  the  proposition.  Cer- 
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tainly,  whatever  I  can  do  for  you  to  make  you 
happy,  I  will  do,  anything  and  everything.'^ 

Hermann  kept  his  arm  around  his  father's 
neck  and  drew  him  still  closer  toward  himself. 

Dearest  papa,  then  do  one  thing  for  me  and 
I  shall  be  happy  for  life.  " 

Well,  what  is  it,  darUng  ?  Say  the  word 
and  if  I  can  do  it  I  promise  I  will  do  it.  " 
I  ask  your  consent  to  be  a  priest.  " 

Unexpected  shocks  sometimes  turn  the  dear- 
est and  most  loving  parents  into  brutes  and  for 
a  few  moments  disclose  the  natural  weaknesses 
of  character  which  refinements,  education,  po- 
sition have  tried  for  years,  if  not  to  cancel,  at 
least,  to  cover  and  hide.  Hermann  might  have 
calculated  his  attempt  in  a  more  advantageous 
manner  and  with  greater  success,  it  is  possible. 
He  might  have  waited  for  the  visit  of  Father 
Francis  to  see  what  advice  he  might  have  to 
give.  But  he  was  completely  taken  up  with  his 
vocation,  and  of  what  the  heart  is  full,  the  mouth 
speaketh.  The  moment  seemed  to  him  to  be 
propitious  and  he  blurted  out  his  petition  to 
feel  himself,  with  a  jerk,  thrust  back  from 
his  father  upon  the  pillows.  He  experienced 
smart  pains  in  his  arm  and  head  and  for  a 
moment  the  room  was  filled  with  many  colored 
stars.  But  he  felt  at  the  same  time  a  great  weight 
lifted  from  his  heart.  He  had  made  a  brave 
declaration.  The  Countess  was  on  her  feet 
beside  her  husband  and  like  a  guardian  angel 
protected  Hermann. 
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For  the  love  of  God,  dear  Frederick,  do  not 
be  so  harsh  and  rude,  she  implored,  master 
your  feelings  and  remember  that  Hermann  is  not 
well.  He  has  asked  you  in  a  gentle  way  with  a 
child's  confidence  and  that  demands  a  gentle 
answer.  You  can  say  in  kindness  just  as  well 
what  you  have  to  say.  Calm  yourself. 

Well,  what  I  want  to  say  in  this,  I  have 
buried  Frederick  as  a  soldier  ;  I  am  proud  of  it, 
sorry  as  I  am  for  his  sudden  death.  But  I  would 
rather  see  Hermann  buried  right  away  that  give 
my  consent  to  his  becoming  a  priest.  Never, 
never,  shall  that  word  pass  my  lips,  the  colonel 
muttered  between  his  teeth. 

I  beg  your  pardon,  papa,  if  I  have  hurt  you. 
T  did  not  mean  it.  But  I  thought  and  felt  that 
I  was  acting  as  a  coward  in  not  letting  you  know 
my  innermost  feeling.  He  looked  piteously, 
imploringly  into  the  eyes  of  his  father  and  the 
wrath  melted  before  this  look  as  the  snow  before 
the  warm  rays  of  the  sun. 

^'  I  am  sorry,  too,  for  my  harsh  manner  of 
treating  you  on  our  first  meeting.  I  am  very 
sorry.  But  you  know  it  hurts  me  if  you  mention 
anything  about  your  intention  of  becoming  a 
priest  and  not  a  soldier.  "  He  kissed  Hermann 
and  his  wife  and  all  three  wept,  for  joy  ?  or 
grief  ?  or  both  ?  no  one  could  have  been  able 
to  tell.  But  they  parted  as  good  friends  with  the 
hope  that  the  next  meeting  would  take  place  in 
the  spacious  halls  at  Verleburg. 


CHAPTER  X 


THE  COLONEL^S  PLAN  AND  A  DISTURBING 
LETTER. 

think  that  Father  Francis  has  a  hand  in 

this  affair  of  Hermann's  intention  of  be- 
coming a  priest,  the  colonel  said  to  his  wife 
as  they  had  taken  the  train  and  sat  leisurely  in  a 
luxurious  first-class  apartment  of  the  Interna- 
tional North  Express.  I  am  almost  inclined 
to  believe  that  he  has  been  the  instigator  of 
this  movement. 

That  would  greatly  surprise  rne,  Frederick  ; 
and  I  do  not  and  cannot  even  think  it  possible. 
You  know  yourself,  Hermann  is  not  led  about  as 
easily  as  that  by  the  opinions  and  sayings 
of  others.  He  has  a  head  of  his  own  and  he 
makes  good  use  of  it,  too.  But  with  regard  to  a 
vocation  or  choice  of  life,  I  deem  persuasion 
completely  useless.  It  seems  to  me  to  be  an 
inborn  attraction  towards  a  certain  sphere  of 
action,  or  certain  mode  of  life,  which  in  the 
course  of  time  becomes  irresistible  and  imposes 
surrender.  Would  you  have  liked  to  be  any- 
thing else  but  a  soldier  ? 

No,  certainly  not. 
*^  And  why  not  ?  Because  you  felt  this  to  be 
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your  vocation  and  you  would  have  been  un- 
happy, had  you  for  some  reason  or  other  been 
prevented  from  it,  or  compelled  to  embrace  a 
different  profession.  If  I  were  you,  I  would  leave 
it  to  Hermann  to  make  his  choice,  he  is  old 
enough  to  know  what  he  wants.  I  would  not 
oppose  his  desire. 

Of  course,  you  would  be  glad  to  see  him  a 
priest.  You  women  have  the  mania  of  letting 
children  have  their  own  way  in  all  things.  You 
do  not  have  to  bother  about  this  life  and  you 
simply  think  that  all  things  have  to  come  just 
as  they  do  come  and  happen.  But  I  will  certain- 
ly not  even  think  of  giving  my  consent  to  it.  If 
he  wants  to  be  a  priest,  he  must  do  so  against 
my  will  and  with  the  conviction  that  he  breaks 
my  heart. 

I  will  not  influence  him  at  all,  Frederick. 
All  I  w^ant  is,  that  he  should  be  happy  and  not 
give  us  any  reason  to  be  miserable,  or  ashamed 
of  him.  " 

Well,  I  am  going  to  speak  to  Father  Francis 
about  this  matter,  and  find  out  how  much  he 
knows  of  it,  and  v/hat  he  thinks  of  it.  By  the 
way,  what  do  you  think  of  Louis,  that  is,  the 
rumor  that  he  might  be  the  murderer  of  Anton 
Zimbel  ? 

To  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  think  of  him  at 
all  with  regard  to  that  occurrence.  He  would 
be  the  last  man  in  my  opinion  to  commit  such 
an  awful  crime. 

That's  what  I  think  too.  Nevertheless, 
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I  am  keenly  pained  by  the  fact  that  his  name  has 
been  brought  into  connection  with  that  murder 
case.  Do  you  know  what  I  had  planned  out  in 
my  mind  ?  You  know  I  like  to  make  up  my  own 
little  world. 

Evidently  something  good,  as  always, 
the  Countess  suggested  laughingly.     What  is 
it  ? 

Sometimes  the  plan  seems  to  me  to  be  a 
beautiful  conception,  at  other  moments  it  laughs 
at  my  simplicity,  the  colonel  remarked  hesi- 
tatingly. You  know  it  would  be  nice  —  at 
least  that  is  what  I  think  —  to  have  our  chil- 
dren all  near  us.  I  would  give  to  Wilham  the 
Hornstein  estate,  thus  he  would  be  in  his  element, 
near  his  regiment.  I  would  transfer  to  Hermann 
the  Verleburg,  my  favorite  residence,  and  place 
Teresa  at  the  Stolzenburg  as  the  wife  of  Louis, 
if  that  gentleman  obtains  a  position  in  the  army. 
With  good  management,  you  know  the  debt 
might  be  cleared  off,  and  thus  Hermann  and 
Teresa  would  always  be  together.  Of  course 
Teresa  might  do  much  better  from  a  financial 
point  of  view.  But  I  think  an  old  title  is  more 
than  the  acquisition  of  gold  without  a  name. 
Besides  Louis,  in  my  estimation,  is  as  good  a 
fellow  as  can  be  found  ;  lighthearted,  perhaps, 
but  a  good  character  and  a  wife  like  Teresa 
would  have  great  influence  over  him,  steady 
him. 

Oh,  ye  gold  fishes,  the  Countess  exclaimed 
in  loud  surprise  when  the  colonel  had  finished 


100       The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

showing  his  plan,  and  looked  at  his  wife  to  read 
in  her  face  approval  or  rejection.  Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  you  are  seriously  thinking  of 
that,  Frederick  ? 

We  have  seen  that  the  Countess  had  no 
objection  to  Teresa  and  Louis  being  joined  in 
the  bonds  of  holy  Matrimony  ;  yet  she  would 
never  have  encouraged  the  two,  much  less 
would  she  ever  have  dreamed  of  the  likelihood 
that  the  colonel  would  have  harbored  in  his 
mind  such  a  thought,  and  would  even  have  tried 
to  realize  it  as  one  of  his  own  home  made  plans. 
Oh,  indeed,  ^'  only  you  and  God  know,  what  is 
in  your  heart,  ^'  she  thought.  Was  the  Count 
perhaps  trying  to  find  out  from  her  what  Teresa 
thought  of  Louis,  or  vice  versa  ?  so  as  to  crush 
any  further  development  of  their  intimacy  ? 
or  was  he  really  serious  and  desirous  of  having 
his  wifes'  opinion  about  his  proposed  plan  ? 
She  did  not  know. 

Are  you  really  planning  such  a  combina- 
tion ?     she  repeated. 

Yes,  I  am,  and  why  not  ?  Do  you  find 
anything  objectionable  in  the  idea  ? 

No,  nothing  objectionable.  But  you  know 
Louis  does  not  at  all  succeed  in  his  examina- 
tions ;  and  then  there  are  so  many  differences 
between  the  two  from  the  religious  point  of 
view. 

"  Bah,  if  that's  all  !  That  is  absolutely  no- 
thing. With  regard  to  his  study,  I  think  he  will 
improve  once  he  knows  that  a  military  position 
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will  be  the  indispensable  condition  for  the  hand 
of  Teresa.  That  will  make  him  work,  I  wager, 
if  he  cares  for  her,  of  course.  The  hand  of  a 
young  lady,  you  know,  will  make  a  hero  of  a 
coward.  Was  that  not  the  way  my  worthy  father 
worked  me  ?  Eh  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  That  is  how 
1  got  my  vocation  to  be  a  soldier,  and  by  Ju- 
piter, I  am  thankful  for  it  to  this  very  day,  my 
dear.  It  will  make  Louis  work,  too.  And  as  for 
the  difference  of  religious  convictions  —  well  — 
I  think  Teresa  will  be  able  to  do  something  in 
that  line  ;  and  even  if  not,  why,  she  has  enough 
to  spare  for  him. 

Of  course  this  is  a  plan  of  yours  and  I  have 
nothing  against  it.  But  you  must  not  make  the 
bill  without  the  cook.  Teresa  will  have  some- 
thing to  say  in  the  matter,  and  so  will  Louis. 

I  thought  as  much.  As  a  good  mother, 
you  must  bring  your  children's  will  into  conside- 
ration. Why  can't  you  help  me  in  making  them 
do  as  we  wish  and  plan  ?  We  have  more  expe- 
rience of  life,  we  see  farther  ahead  than  they 
do. 

That's  all  very  well  and  true,  Frederick,  in 
everything  except  the  choice  of  one's  vocation, 
and  the  choice  of  a  partner  for  life.  There  we 
can  and  must  advise  and  help  our  children  ;  they 
can  and  should  have  recourse  to  our  experience 
and  calm  judgment.  But  that  is  all  we  can  do 
and  expect.  We  can  counsel  and  advise,  not 
compel  or  prevent  ;  you  know  that  yourself.  " 
"  Then  we  are  back  again,  to  the  same  point 
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as  when  speaking  of  Hermann,  "  the  Count 
replied  laconically. 

So  we  are  !  because  it  is  the  same  difficulty, 
only  with  this  difference,  that  Teresa  sides  with 
your  views  ;  I  fancy  she  does. 

You  think  so  ?  eagerly.  ^'  I  know  Louis 
thinks  quite  a  bit  of  her,  too.  " 

"  Teresa  spoke  to  me  about  it  some  time  ago, 
but  — 

"  So  did  Louis  to  me  ;  but  I  laid  down  for 
him  the  condition  very  plainly.  He  looked  quite 
taken  back  ;  but  I  dare  say  he  will  make  up  his 
mind  to  swallow  the  pill. 

"  I  know  that  Teresa  loves  Louis.  She  told 
me  she  never  would  give  her  hand  to  any-one 
else,  if  you  were  not  to  allow  their  marriage.  I 
wanted  to  speak  to  you  of  this,  but  did  not  have 
the  courage,  knowing  how  exacting  you  would 
be  with  regard  to  a  position  acquired  or  in  view, 
for  Louis. 

"  I,  too,  wanted  to  let  you  know  my  plan  long 
ago,  and  that  Louis  had  approached  me  regard- 
ing this  affair  ;  but  had  not  the  courage,  know- 
ing how  exacting  you  would  be  with  regard 
to  religious  convictions,  "  the  Count  replied 
humbly. 

Would  you  be  surprised  to  learn  that  they 
did  as  much  as  pledge  each  other  fidelity  for 
life  ?  " 

Why,  are  they  engaged  ?  Yes  ?  that  is 
certain  beyond  my  approval.  Did  you  say  any- 
thing ?  You  know  that  is  rashly  done  and  cer- 
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tainly  not  binding.  For  unless  Louis  fulfils  the 
condition,  nothing  will  come  of  it.  That  is  as 
sure  as  fate.  ^' 

I  don't  know  any  particular  details  about  it. 
Teresa  was  just  telling  me  when  we  received  the 
telegram  of  Frederick's  and  Hermann's  accidents. 
I  suppose,  now,  that  you  are  acquainted  with 
the  facts  and  have  no  objection  to  it,  we  shall 
easily  hear  all  about  it  on  our  return  to  Verle- 
burg. '' 

So  they  did.  When  they  reached  Verleburg 
they  found  Teresa  waiting  for  them.  The  inhab- 
itants of  the  village,  in  order  to  show  their  sympa- 
thy with  the  afHicted  Count  and  Countess,  had 
gathered  in  large  crowds  and  saluted  them  not 
with  shouts  and  cheers,  but  with  silent  sympathy. 
And  this  way  of  greeting  was  more  pleasing  than 
any  outward  demonstration  could  have  been. 
The  colonel  felt  proud  of  the  loyal  attachment 
of  his  people.  It  seemed  that  the  usual  sequel 
of  misfortunes  befalling  a  friend  —  an  increase 
of  love  and  friendship  —  had  passed  through  the 
hearts  of  young  and  old.  Arrived  at  the  Manor- 
house,  the  colonel  thanked  the  crowd  of  loving 
people  for  their  sympathy  and  fidelity  to  the 
Verleburg,  in  a  few  warm  words,  but  this  was 
enough  to  call  forth  from  the  multitude,  repeated 
cheers  for  the  Count,  the  Countess,  his  wife,  for 
Teresa,  the  idol  of  the  village,  but  not  least,  for 
the  heir  and  successor,  Hermann  ;  and  then  all 
dispersed  much  pleased  at  having  seen  once  more 
the  faces  of  the  masters  of  Verleburg. 
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From  the  station  to  the  Manor-house,  Teresa 
had  been  full  of  questions  about  the  funeral  of 
Frederick,  the  journej^  of  her  parents,  and  Her- 
mann. Was  he  well  ?  did  he  need  anything  ? 
would  he  be  back  soon  ?  or  should  she  go  and 
stay  with  him  in  Blumfeld  ?  She  was  told 
everything  by  her  father  or  brother  or  by  both 
simultaneously,  in  which  case  she  could  unders- 
tand nothing  and  was  obliged  to  ask  again.  One 
thing,  however,  she  was  sure  of  :  Hermann 
would  be  home  soon  and  then  she  could  have  her 
important  conversation  with  him  about  her 
private  affairs.  The  three  were  happy,  indeed, 
but  the  perspicacity^  of  the  colonel  was  sure  of 
one  thing  hkewise  :  that  Teresa  was  playing 
the  brave,  the  heroine,  that  sadness  hovered 
around  her  bright  eyes,  over  her  heart  and  voice. 

It  was  soon  supper  time.  The  three  sat  down 
round  the  old  famil}^  table  but  not  one  of  them 
felt  much  inclined  to  partake  of  the  dainty 
dishes  set  before  them.  No  one  wished  to  say 
why  appetite  had  disappeared,  for  every-one 
suffered  from  the  same  cause  :  recollection  of 
the  everlasting  absence  of  Frederick  from  that 
table  where  he  had  so  often  enhanced  the  hap- 
piness of  the  family  with  his  bright,  genuine 
joviality.  There  was  nothing  new  to  be  told. 
Everything  had  been  told  and  retold.  Teresa 
had  no  more  questions  to  ask,  or  at  least  did 
not  care  to  do  so,  in  order  not  to  cause  the 
wounds  to  smart  and  bleed  anew. 

Well,  in  a  few  days  the  doctors  say,  at 
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last  the  colonel  said  wishing  and  hoping  to 
strike  a  subject  pleasing  to  all.  "  Hermann  will 
be  able  to  come  home. 

That  will  be  one  consolation  anyhow, 
the  Countess  answered.     Poor  boy,  he  has  some- 
thing to  go  through  in  the  school  life.  " 

^'  I  wonder  whether  or  not  Louis  has  ever  been 
to  see  him.  I  forgot  all  about  asking  him,  the 
Count  remarked. 

^'  I  never  thought  of  it,  either,  the  Countess 
rejoined. 

Teresa  rose  from  the  table  without  saying  a 
word,  pale  as  a  corpse,  and  left  the  room. 

^^You  are  not  well,  Teresa  ?  ^' the  mother 
enquired  anxiously.  But  Teresa  gave  no  answer 
and  hurried  to  her  room,  threw  herself  upon  the 
sofa  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  shed  abun- 
dant tears.  Thus  the  Countess  found  her  as  she 
entered  the  room.  She  seated  herself  close  to  her 
and,  placing  her  hands  on  her  shoulders,  asked 
gently  : 

What  is  the  matter,  dear,  what  ails  you  ? 
Go  to  bed,  if  you  do  not  feel  well.  A  rest  will  do 
you  good.  You  are  tired  and  your  nerves  seem 
to  be  overstrained.  Or  is  it  perhaps  something 
else,  dear  ? 

Teresa  did  not  answer.  She  sat  up  ;  then  rest- 
ing her  head  on  her  mother's  bosom  : 

Oh,  mother,  Louis  —  she  muttered,  her 
voice  could  not  say  more. 

If  it  is  about  Louis,  dear,  do  not  be  troubled. 
I  think  papa  will  not  raise  any  abjection  with 


106        The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

regard  to  him.  We  spoke  of  it  on  our  journey. 
I  was  never  more  surprised  than  when  papa  began 
to  speak  of  this  as  of  his  own  favorite  plan.  So 
don^t  be  upset  about  that,  dear.  You  have  rea- 
sons to  be  reassured. 

^'  But  mother,  just  read  this,  Teresa  said, 
producing  from  her  bosom  a  letter.  Read 
this  ;  I  think  111  die  of  shame. 

The  Countess  opened  the  letter  hastily  but 
tremblingly.  It  was  from  Louis,  written  in  a 
foreign  land.  There  was  no  address  nor  date; 
but  the  stamp  was  English  and  bore  a  completly 
illegible  postmark.  She  read  : 

^'  Dearest  Teresa  : 

"  It  is  useless  to  explain  to  you  the  reason  why 
I  did  not  go  to  see  you  before  I  left  for  Munster. 
You  know  everything  by  this  time,  except, 
perhaps  the  motives  of  my  actions. 

You  remember,  when  I  saw  you  last,  happy 
as  a  king  at  the  assurance  of  your  love,  that  I 
promised  to  speak  to  papa  about  our  intention 
and  to  ask  for  his  consent.  I  always  liked  papa, 
you  know  that,  and  I  was  convinced  that  he 
would  raise  no  objection.  I  thought  even  that 
he  would  desire  the  realization  of  our  love,  judg- 
ing by  different  conversations  which  had  taken 
place  between  him  and  me,  and  of  which  I  told 
you.  I  plucked  up  courage  and  asked  him  in  a 
very  submissive  way.  He  had  evidently  expected 
me.  But  he  was  rude,  cruel  in  his  demand. 
'  Teresa  must  not  marry  a  man  who  has  not  a 
position,  and  that  a  position  in  the  armj^  ^  You 
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know  what  that  means.  I  cannot  be  a  soldier, 
it  is  against  my  nature.  I  would  have  tried  to 
fit  myself  for  any  condition  but  that  one.  I 
told  him  so.  I  pleaded,  entreated  and  made  the 
best  of  promises.  It  was  of  no  use.  Uncle  became 
brutal.  '  You  must  take  your  choice.  Either  go 
back  to  the  army  and  try  to  get  a  position,  or 
give  up  every  thought  of  Teresa.  Now,  sir,  you 
have  my  word  for  it.  I  give  you  two  days  to 
decide.  Good-bye.  '  I  left  his  presence.  I  knew 
my  fate.  I  came  to  the  Academy  with  a  hatred 
for  Verleburg,  for  everything  that  reminded  me 
of  it.  I  envied  Hermann  on  account  of  his  suc- 
cess. Had  I  had  his  talents,  you  would  have 
been  mine. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  Academic  party,  we 
were  together  at  the  hotel  Kaiserhof  I  had 
been  taking  more  than  usual,  and  exhilarated  by 
wine  and  encouraged  by  my  friends,  I  passed 
remarks  about  a  friar  who  begged  for  an  alms 
for  the  Orphanage.  Hermann  rebuked  me  before 
the  other  students.  I  was  trying  to  take  what  was 
due  to  me.  But  the  students  kept  on  teasing  me 
and  incited  me  to  challenge  Hermann  to  a  duel. 
In  the  evening  the  same  mockery  was  carried  on. 
Wine  had  heated  my  brain  and  I  yielded  to  a 
cowardly  plot,  arranged  and  worked  out  by  the 
students  in  which  a  certain  civilian,  Anton 
Zimbel,  was  the  chief  instrument.  All  the  hatred 
possible  in  my  heart  had  come  to  the  surface, 
and  when  we  had  overtaken  Hermann  on  his 
way  to  a  friend,  I  drew  my  sword  and  delivered 
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a  deadly  blow  across  his  head  ;  he  stumbled  but 
soon  got  help.  Afraid  of  being  recognized  I  fired, 
and  good  heavens  I  did  what  I  never  intended  to 
do,  killed  your  brother. 

The  report  of  my  revolver  seemed  to  bring 
back  to  my  mind  its  normal  state.  I  realized 
what  I  had  done.  I  hurried  back  to  the  academy, 
took  what  I  needed  and  left  by  the  midnight 
train  for  the  Unknown. 

God  alone  knows  what  has  been  my  unhappi- 
ness  since  that  unfortunate  night.  I  dare  not 
think  of  your  love  anymore  ;  it  would  be  a  sa- 
crilege to  do  so.  For  how  could  you  love  the 
murderer  of  your  brother  ?  But  I  hope  to  obtain 
your  pardon  by  making  a  full  avowal  of  my  guilt, 
as  I  hope  I  obtained  it  of  God  in  a  humble  con- 
fession. This  is  my  consolation  :  I  have  found 
God  in  my  distress  and  I  promise  you,  dear 
Teresa,  that  henceforth  my  life  shall  be  a  diflFerent 
one.  I  will  try  with  God's  grace  to  make  up  for 
the  past.  I  shall  have  to  work  hard,  I  have  ab- 
solutely no  money  ;  but  that  shall  not  frighten 
me,  I  have  a  good  strong  body.  This  may  be  the 
last  time  you  hear  from  me  ;  but  I  wish  you 
to  remember,  that  never  shall  I  give  my  heart 
to  anyone  else.  I  shall  keep  my  promise,  and 
the  sweet  memory  of  your  pure,  holy  love 
strengthened  by  religious  practice,  shall  be  my 
Guardian  Angel,  hovering  around  me  when  I 
am  thousands  of  miles  away  from  you.  Forgive 
me  and  pray  for  me.  —  Louis. 

Well,  that's  a  letter  from   Louis  ?  that 
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stupid  donkey  of  a  boy  the  coloneFs  voice 
echoed  through  the  room.  The  soft  carpets  had 
not  betrayed  his  arrival. 

He  means  to  say  that  he  killed  Hermann, 
or  by  great  luck,  Anton  Zimbel  ?  He  is  capable 
of  that,  He  did  it  because  I  asked  of  him 
reasonable  conditions,  intended  for  his  own 
good,  why,  that  required  the  blind  love  of  a 
mad  ass.  I  should  have  beaten  him,  when  he 
came  to  me,  had  I  known  he  was  made  of  such 
worthless  stuff.  " 

He  took  the  letter,  read  it  and  flung  it  con- 
temptuously down  upon  the  sofa. 

Good,  there  is  no  address,  nor  place  marked 
where  it  was  written,  else  I  would  set  the  police 
on  his  track  and  see  to  it  that  he'll  receive  full 
pay  for  once  in  his  life.  —  Oh,  he'll  turn  up 
again,  like  the  prodigal  son.  Don't  you  fret 
about  it,  my  ladies.  You'll  see  plenty  of  him  yet, 
don't  be  afraid.  Teresa,  you  had  better  drive  his 
memory  out  of  your  mind  convinced  that  he 
was  not  worthy  of  you.  Of  course,  "  he  added 
in  a  milder  tone  —  Your  heart  will  ache  for 
some  time,  but  youll  get  over  that.  Now  go  to 
bed.  You  will  feel  better  by  to-morrow.  Good- 
night. " 

The  colonel  left  the  room  to  the  Countess  and 
Teresa.  The  mother  did  her  best  to  console  her 
daughter  and  she  could  be  proud  of  her  success. 
Teresa  was  comforted  and  retired  to  bed  and 
soon  was  sound  asleep.  Not  so  the  colonel.  He 
was  troubled  because  one  of  his  cherished  hopes 
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had  been  thwarted.  He  thought  sincerely  that 
Louis  would  soon  write  again  and  that  little  by 
little  everything  would  be  rearranged,  perhaps. 
But  this  was  a  mighty  perhaps ;  for  Louis 
never  gave  any  more  sign  of  hfe.  All  inquiries 
were  useless  ;  he  had  completely  disappeared. 
Was  he  dead,  perhaps  ? 

At  any  rate  the  police  gave  up  looking  for 
him.  Many  students  of  the  academy,  one  way  or 
another,  proved  a  plausible  alibi  in  his  favor. 
But  Louis  never  wrote  again. 


CHAPTER  XI 


A  father's  suspicion  breaks  a  father's 

FRIENDSHIP. 

N  a  fine,  clear,  warm  day  towards  the  end 
of  June,  Hermann,  accompanied  by  his 
sister,  left  the  hospital  and  arrived  in  good  con- 
dition at  Verleburg.  He  was  still  not  very  strong, 
but  sufficiently  convalescent  to  enjoy  the  open 
carriage  drive  through  the  parks  and  forests  to 
his  home.  It  was  the  same  air,  laden  with  the 
fragrance  of  many  flowers  and  leaves  of  God's 
rich  creation  all  around,  as  on  the  day  of  his 
first  Holy  Communion.  He  leant  back  in  the 
landau  and  inhaled  the  best  of  all  medicaments  : 
fresh  air,  to  the  utmost  capacity  of  his  lungs. 
Opposite  him  sat  the  Count  and  Countess  looking 
at  his  pale  face. 

There  is  indeed  no  place  like  home,  "  Her- 
mann said  breathing  a  sigh  of  relief.  The  air 
is  more  congenial  and  purer,  it  would  seem  ;  the 
trees  have  a  lovelier  green,  the  flowers  are  richer 
and  more  various  than  in  any  other  place.  This 
air  from  the  fir-trees  is  deligthful.  " 

I  thought  as  much,  "  the  colonel  said  with 
that  air  of  wisdom  which  only  soldier-fathers 
seem  to  possess.     I  thought  that  you  would 
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find  this  to  be  the  best  cure  for  you.  Take 
plenty  of  it  and  frequently  and  I  am  sure  that  in 
a  short  time  your  cheeks  will  have  assumed  a 
different  color.  " 

Hello,  Father  Francis,  and  how  are  you  ? 
Hermann  shouted  as  he  caught  sight  of  the  priest, 
busily  engaged  in  his  garden,  arranging  the 
beautiful  rose-bushes  all  in  bloom.  The  coachman 
halted  at  once  and  Father  Francis  putting  down 
his  rose-knife  and  taking  off  his  working  gloves, 
came  up  with  his  beaming  smile  and  saluted  his 
friends  in  his  own  cordial  way. 

So  you  are  back  again.  You  know  everybody 
asks  about  you.  But  you  do  not  look  very 
strong  as  yet,  pale  and  worried. 

Oh  !  I  am  going  to  take  care  of  myself  at 
home,  Father.  Here  we  have  what  I  could  not 
get  in  town  —  fresh  air.  I  shall  have  many  a 
nice  ramble  across  the  parks  and  through  the 
forests  ;  and  tonight,  I  think  I  shall  begin  with 
a  good  supper. 

Of  course,  Father,  you  are  heartily  invited 
to  take  supper  with  us,  if  you  are  free.  Will  you 
come  ?  "  the  Countess  proposed. 

Certainly,  he  will  come,  Hermann  an- 
swered seeing  the  hesitating  expression  on  the 
priest's  face.  Of  course,  you  will  come.  Father, 
even  if  it  were  only  to  please  me  ? 

Then  I  shall  be  glad  to  accept  your  kind 
invitation.  Til  be  there.  At  the  usual  time,  I 
suppose. 

Of  course  Verleburg  has  its  hours  and  does 
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not  change.  That  is  a  point  in  which  I  try  hard 
to  be  Uke  God  —  no  changes,  Father  Francis, 
the  colonel  replied  in  a  jocose  but  hoUow  voice, 
as  if  something  else  were  hidden  in  his  heart, 
that  had  better  not  pass  the  vocal  chords. 

So  good-bye,  then,  Father,  till  this  evening,'' 
and  the  carriage  rolled  merrily  along  the  gravel 
road  through  the  archway.  The  manor-house 
was  very  quiet,  but  nicely  decorated  by  the  few 
indispensable  servants  of  the  family,  in  honor 
of  the  return  of  "  The  First  of  First. The 
turrets  and  battlements  had  assumed  the  gay 
aspct  of  an  admiral's  flag-ship  ;  and  rich  garlands 
of  fir  and  oak-leaves  were  suspended  in  the  cor- 
ridors, reception-hall,  Hermann's  apartments 
and  the  dining-room.  Never  before  had  the  old 
manor-house  received  such  a  luxurious  and 
curious  show  of  affection  on  the  part  of  the 
humble  domestics.  The  colonel  himself  was 
surprised  ;  for  this  metamorphosis  had  taken 
place  during  the  short  time  of  meeting  Hermann 
at  the  station. 

This  looks  as  if  we  were  back  once  more  in 
the  imperial  palace  of  Versailles,  and  that  Wil- 
liam of  Prussia  was  going  to  be  crowned  again 
emperor  of  Germany,  "  he  said  descending  from 
the  carriage,  Bless  me,  that  is  a  show  of  joy 
and  welcome  !  You  see,  my  boy,  that  S3nnpathy 
and  affection  from  the  people  is  sufficient  to  make 
one  feel  proud,  pleased,  happy.  " 

I  am  so  surprised  and  pleased,  papa,  I 
hardly  know  what  to  think,  "  Hermann  replied 
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sincerely. —  Oh  !  and  here  is  good  old  Wilbert ; 
how  are  you,  old  friend ! 

Oh,  I  am  very  well,  and  so  pleased  to  see  my 
Lord  home  again,  so  I  am. 

Wilbert  was  the  old  butler,  who  had  been  in 
the  service  of  the  Verleburgers  beyond  the  memo- 
ry of  the  children,  and  was  in  consequence  looked 
upon  as  one  of  the  family.  He  was  standing  at 
the  entrance  to  the  manor-house,  to  have  a 
glimpse  at  little  Hermann  as  he  said,  and 
meanwhile  rubbing  his  hands  as  if  in  invisible 
wat^r  and  plenty  of  soap,  awaiting  a  word  of 
encouragement  from  his  master  to  speak.  Her- 
mann knew  this  and  gave  it  with  all  the  cordial- 
ity and  kindness  of  heart,  and  the  old  butler 
prized  this  welcome  higher  than  all  the  wages 
he  had  ever  received  in  his  life. 

Father  Francis  came  over  just  in  time  for 
supper  and  occupied  as  usual  the  place  to  the 
right  of  the  Count.  Hermann  also  had  his  usual 
place,  but  above  him  was  suspended  a  mighty 
wreath  of  laurel,  the  ingenious  idea  of  Wilbert. 
The  dishes  were  well  chosen  and  dainty,  the  con- 
versation famihar  and  unrestrained.  But  even 
on  this  the  first  meeting  of  the  family,  joy  was 
not  to  be  without  a  taste  of  myrth.  It  came  in  a 
very  harmless  and  in  a  very  unintended  manner. 
Who  would  think,  that  a  little  remark,  passed 
in  the  circle  of  intimate  friends,  nay,  relatives, 
parents,  could  be  interpreted  in  a  sinister  way 
and  be  imputed  to  the  one  who  makes  it,  as  a 
sign  of  a  cunning,  wily  heart  ?  Yet,  this  has 
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been  the  case  a  thousand  times  ;  this  lament- 
able inclination  of  the  himaan  mind,  has  severed 
friendships  of  long  standing,  brought  trouble 
and  misery  into  the  homes  of  the  happiest 
families  and  sent  the  deadly,  poisonous  arrow 
deep  into  innumerable  loving  hearts.  This 
happened  also  during  this  family  banquet. 

At  a  certain  moment  —  as  is  the  case  very 
often  —  the  conversation  began  to  slacken,  and 
good  Father  Francis  thought  to  reanimate  it  by 
coming  back  to  Hermann^s  success. 

I  cannot  help  admiring  the  way  in  which 
the  butler  has  so  ingeniously  contrived  to  show 
his  happiness  at  your  success,  crowning  you 
with  laurels  as  if  you  had  come  from  a  fierce 
struggle  with  an  enemy  on  the  battle-field. 

And  indeed,  it  is  a  terrible  grapple  to  pass 
through  the  Royal  Military  Academy,  the 
colonel  replied,  hurt  by  the  simple  words  of  the 
priest.  People  as  a  rule,  think  that  all  this  is 
easy  work,  a  matter  of  formality.  I'll  wager  it 
is  just  as  hard  to  pass  the  Academy  as  it  is  to 
pass  through  the  University.  I  have  passed 
through  both  and  can  speak  from  experience. 

That  is  not  at  all  what  I  mean  to  say, " 
Father  Francis,  apologized.  I  quite  believe, 
I  am  sure,  that  it  is  hard  to  leave  the  Academy 
with  such  honors.  " 

Oh,  tut,  tut,  that's  an  affair  of  personal 
capability  and  liking, "  interposed  Hermann, 
I  cannot  say  that  I  have  found  it  hard  at  all  ; 
and  do  not  feel  worthy  of  all  these  demonstra- 
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tions,  in  fact  I  am  uncomfortable  beneath  this 
wreath  of  laurels.  Why,  I  don't  know,  but  the 
fact  is  there. 

Something  like  the  feehng  of  Damocles,  I 
dare  say, Father  Francis  rejoined  in  his  usual 
bright  humor,  believing  by  this  observation  to 
enlighten  the  conversation.  But  the  colonel  had 
made  up  his  mind  that  the  priest  was  influenc- 
ing Hermann,  and  thus  watched  his  words,  as  a 
cat  does  a  mouse,  to  break  off  this  imaginary 
link  between  the  two. 

I  really  fail  to  see  how  such  feeling  should 
take  hold  of  Hermann, "    he  remonstrated. 

Honors  will  not  crush  those  who  have  won 
them  with  many  fatigues  ;  and  there  is  no  reason 
why  we  should  throw  them  away  from  us  as 
pestiferous. "  , 

"  Of  course,  of  course, Father  Francis  as- 
serted mechanically,  feeling  that  to  be  the  only 
safe  answer  to  be  given. 

What  is  the  story  about  Damocles,  any- 
how ?  Teresa  wished  to  know.  I  have 
quite  forgotten  it,  if  ever  I  did  know  it.  She 
felt  very  uncomfortable. 

Oh,  Damocles  was  a  servant  of  the  tyrant 
Dionysius  of  Syracuse,  "  the  father  explained. 

He  always  thought  that  there  was  nothing  so 
great  and  eas}^,  as  to  be  a  prince.  So  Dionysius 
invited  him  to  a  banquet,  seated  him  on  a  rich 
chair  and  placed  before  him  the  most  delicious 
dishes.  But  Damocles  did  not  eat.  He  gazed 
upwards.   Above  his  head  the  tyrant  had  sus- 
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pended  by  one  hair,  a  two-edged  sword  which 
threatened  to  fall  ^  at  any  moment  ;  demons- 
trating thus  the  perilousness  of  positions  of 
honor  and  responsibility. 

Well,  that  is  a  very  good  lesson  for  persons 
of  honor,  indeed, Teresa  thought.  Of  course, 
this  laurel  wreath  will  not  come  down  upon 
your  head,  Hermann,  she  said  laughingly, 
you  need  not  be  afraid  of  that.  " 

That  may  be,  Hermann  replied,  but 
I  knew  that  my  success  at  the  Academy  would 
be  a  means  of  making  me  forget  my  duty,  render 
me  proud  and  haughty,  I  would  rather  see  it 
come  down  and  be  the  laurel  wreath  for  my 
funeral. 

There  was  not  much  said  after  this.  Soon  the 
family  rose  from  table  and  Father  Francis  said 

good-bye  "  in  such  a  hurry  as  never  before. 
But  when  about  to  leave  the  Hall,  the  colonel 
begged  of  him  to  stay  for  a  few  moments,  as  he 
would  like  to  have  a  little  talk  with  him.  The 
Countess  retired  with  Hermann  and  Teresa. 

The  colonel  led  the  way  to  the  library  ;  Fa- 
ther Francis  followed  wondering  what  might 
be  the  reason  of  the  Count's  strange  way  of 
acting.  He  soon  learned  the  real  cause. 

Please,  be  seated.  Father,  the  colonel 
said  in  a  business  tone  of  voice,  and  offering  to 
the  priest  an  armchair  near  the  fire-place.  Be 
seated.  " 

The  colonel  seated  himself  on  a  chair  opposite 
the  priest.    He  took  a  book  from  the  mantle- 
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piece,  placed  the  palm  of  his  left  hand  on  his 
left  knee,  looked  the  priest  strangely  in  the 
eyes,  and  offered  him  the  book. 

If  I  am  not  mistaken,  you  left  this  book 
with  Hermann  in  the  hospital,  and  I  would  Uke 
you  to  take  it  back  with  you. 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad,  indeed,  Frederick,  to 
do  so.  Did  you  read  it  ?  he  asked,  his  face 
brightening  up  ?  It  is  very  interesting. 

It  may  be  for  certain  persons,  I  do  not 
doubt.  I  read  parts  of  it  here  and  there,  and  I 
think  it  to  be  the  most  unsuitable  book  you 
could  ever  have  placed  in  Hermann's  hands.  '' 

I  do  not  seize  your  meaning,  I  am  afraid. 
Are  you  perhaps  joking  ?  ''  the  priest  asked 
perplexedly. 

I  am  serious  as  never  before  in  my  life, 
Father  Francis  ;  yes  more  serious  than  in  all 
my  life, ''  the  colonel  repeated  with  evident 
signs  of  difficulty  to  master  his  temper,  be- 
cause I  feel  that  the  greatest  ambition  of  my 
life  is  being  tampered  with,  and  that  by  you  — 
as  I  am  compelled  to  believe.  '' 

Really,  you  must  excuse  me,  Frederick,  if 
I  ask  you  to  explain  what  you  mean.  I  cannot 
for  the  life  of  me  see  what  I  have  done  to  give 
you  that  opinion  of  me.  What  have  I  done  ?  '' 

What  have  you  done  ?  ''  the  Count  shrieked 
almost  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  Good  heavens, 
what  have  you  done  ?  You  have  turned  Her- 
mann against  me  ;  taught  him  to  despise  the 
world,  fling  aside  his  glorious  honors,  give  up  the 
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career  of  a  soldier  I  have  laid  open  for  him  at  the 
cost  of  so  much  splicitude.  You  have  strength- 
ened him  in  his  opposition  to  my  desires  to 
follow  the  excentric  idea  of  becoming  a  priest  ; 
and  with  that  you  have  made  my  heart  bleed, 
and  blasted  the  long  cherished  hope  of  my  Ufe. 
But,  by  Jupiter,  I  am  going  to  see,  who  dares 
interfere  with  my  rights  and  trample  under 
foot  my  plans  for  my  family.  " 

Had  Father  Francis  seen  the  colonel  trans- 
formed into  a  fierce  tiger  he  would  not  have 
been  more  surprised,  nor  grieved.  It  was  the 
first  time  he  ever  had  had  an  unpleasant  word 
with  and  from  the  Count.  He  thought  him  to 
be  his  best  friend,  for  he  had  always  shown 
himself  such.  And  here,  all  at  once,  without  the 
slightest  reason  for  it,  he  saw  that  a  vast  chasm 
separated  them,  a  chasm  so  deep  that  he  could 
neither  fathom  nor  see  across  it.  Ideas  flashed 
through  his  mind  and  then  mixed  in  wild  con- 
fusion. He  wanted  to  speak,  but  knew  not  how. 

There  must  be  some  mistake,  Frederick. 
Calm  yourself,  you  are  too  excited.  Let  us  have 
a  quiet  explanation  of  this  sad  misunderstand- 
ing. - 

There  is  no  misunderstanding.  I  have  ques- 
tioned Hermann.  I  have  watched  his  words  and 
I  have  not  left  yours  unheeded.  On  the  very 
day  of  his  first  Communion,  when  I  tried  to  get 
that  fantastic  dream  out  of  his  head,  you  sided 
with  him.  You  have  counselled  him  ;  you  have 
^ven  him  that  book  and,  by  Jove,  that  has  been 
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the  finishing  touch  to  his  idea.  But  I  assure  you, 
that,  if  hke  Francis  of  Assisi,  he  wants  to  despise 
my  advice,  my  help,  my  plan,  he  shall  find  in  me 
a  man  of  the  same  type  as  Pietro  Bemardone. 
If  he  neglects  to  follow  my  wish,  if  he  frustrates 
my  only  ambition,  he  will  go  out  of  this  door 
penniless  and  never  set  foot  upon  the  threshold 
again. 

Father  Francis  rose  with  all  the  dignity  that 
innocence  and  sanctity  give  to  the  priests  of  the 
Church  of  God.  He  was  calm,  though  wounded 
to  the  quick. 

Count  Frederick  William,  I  will  not  ask  you 
to  prove  your  assertions  nor  do  I  wish  to  grieve 
you.  But  I  assure  you  before  God  and  my  con- 
science, that  I  am  innocent  of  what  you  charge 
me  with.  I  have  never  counselled  Hermann  in 
anything  relating  to  his  vocation.  He  asked  me, 
and  that  for  the  first  time,  in  the  hospital  on  the 
day  of  Frederick's  burial.  I  told  him  to  wait, 
not  to  be  hasty.  But  then.  Count  Frederick,  if 
ever  I  am  asked,  I  shall  know  now  to  do  my  duty 
even  at  the  risk  of  losing  your  friendship.  Good 
evening,  and  may  God  forgive  you,  as  I  do.  " 

Without  waiting  for  the  Count  to  speak.  Fa- 
ther Francis  left  the  room.  He  passed  the  apart- 
ment where  Hermann,  Teresa  and  the  Countess 
were  speaking  together.  His  heart  was  filled 
with  sorrow  and  grief  ;  but  he  felt  proud  in  the 
conviction  that  God  had  great  things  in  store 
for  Hermann.  Surely,  if  the  young  officer  was 
able  to  stand  the  wrath  of  his  father,  he  would 
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be  able  to  bear  without  difficulty  the  loss  of  the 
Count's  favor. 

The  colonel  left  the  library  likewise  and  lay 
down  on  the  smoking-room  divan.  He  had 
worked  himself  into  a  frightful  state  of  excite- 
ment, and  sought  relief  in  a  cigar.  But  only  now 
and  then  did  he  take  a  puff  at  it  and  blew  the 
smoke  impatiently  from  his  mouth.  He  was  in 
that  state  of  mind  which  nothing  but  time  can 
cure.  He  was  convinced  that  Hermann  would 
not,  no  never,  become  a  soldier,  and  this  owing 
to  the  influence  of  religion.  It's  enough  to 
make  me  throw  overboard  the  bit  of  religion  I 
still  have, ''   he  muttered  through  his  teeth. 

But  I  am  not  yet  through  with  that  gentleman. 
If  kindness  does  not  succeed,  111  employ  the 
last  means  in  my  hands.  Ill  bar  him  from  the 
house  until  such  time  as  he  will  give  me  full 
satisfaction.  '' 

Come  in  ! ''  he  shouted  ;  and  the  domestic 
who  opened  the  door  looked  quite  aghast. 

Excuse  me,  my  Lord,  the  last  mail  has  just 
arrived, ''  he  said  timidly,  laying  on  the  table 
a  pile  of  letters  and  newspapers. 

Among  the  letters  the  colonel  at  once  des- 
cried a  very  large  and  plump  one.  He  recognized 
the  writing,  opened  and  read  it.  His  face  bright- 
ened up. 

Oh,  I  thought  so.  Fortune  favors  the  brave, 
says  the  proverb,  and  I  have  the  proof  of  it, 
he  soliloquized  as  he  read  : 

That's  just  the  idea.  A  visit  to  the  Earl  of 
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Churchborough  in  England  is  the  very  thing 
for  Hermann.  Rest,  comfort,  open-air  exercice, 
hunting  and  boating,  for  his  bodily  health  and 
who  knows  —  Lady  Agnes  the  doctor  for  his 
mental  trouble. He  looked  at  the  clock  on  the 
mantle-piece.  It  was  too  late  to  speak  of  this 
new  proposition  with  any  advantage  to  Hermann 
and  the  Countess  ;  he  must  wait  till  morning. 
He  read  and  re-read  the  letter,  thought  the 
matter  over  and  always  with  an  increase  of 
confidence  in  his  new  strategy.  At  last  he  found 
himself  satisfied  and  retired  to  bed. 


CHAPTER  XII 


THE  HERO   MEETS    A   HEROINE    AND    A  COM- 
PLETE   FALL-OUT    WITH  PAPA. 

HE  colonel  was  pleased.  He  had  gained  his 
point  in  the  family  consultation  about  the 
proposed  visit  of  Hermann  to  the  Earl  of  Church- 
borough.  With  all  the  artful  ins  and  outs  of  a 
man  of  the  world  he  had  shown  the  immense 
benefit  his  son  could  derive  from  it  ;  a  wider 
view  of  society,  experience  of  the  ways  and 
doings  of  other  nations,  a  great  fluency,  a  com- 
plete mastery  of  the  English  language,  not  to 
speak  of  the  rest  and  distractions  a  hunting 
season  would  give  to  his  mind  and  body.  Teresa 
was  to  go  with  him,  as  a  result  of  a  motion 
proposed  by  the  prudence  and  insight  of  the 
Countess,  to  be  a  protection  to  her  darling  boy. 
A  dangerous  fever,  however,  prevented  the  real- 
ization of  this  intention  and  thus  two  weeks  after 
the  scene  between  the  Count  and  Father  Francis, 
Hermann  set  out  alone,  crossed  the  North  Sea 
and  arrived  in  due  time  on  the  Harwich- 
Liverpool  Express  at  the  station  close  to 
Churchborough. 

It  had  been  raining  all  day.  A  deep,  melan- 
cholic gloom  stretched  out  over  the  country 
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through  which  the  train  had  hurried  as  if  dis- 
puting with  the  weather  and  seeking  consola- 
tion in  a  brighter  place.  The  Earl  of  Church- 
borough  was  waiting  for  Hermann  at  the  station 
and  with  him  was  a  priest,  the  house-chaplain 
and  tutor  of  the  EarFs  children.  He  was  intro- 
duced as  Father  WiUens.  Hermann  was  wel- 
comed by  both  ,and  in  a  few  minutes  the  carriage 
rolled  along  the  beautiful  road  winding  Uke  a 
huge  serpent  through  the  bushes  and  fields  for 
about  six  miles,  until  it  reached  the  estate  of  the 
Earl  of  Churchborough,  where  it  became  a 
magnificent  boulevard  for  two  miles.  On  either 
side  was  a  large,  green  lawn,  fenced  in  by  a  hedge 
of  hawthorn,  nicely  clipped  and  overshadowed 
by  long  rows  of  elm  and  lime-trees.  The  rain 
had  ceased  and  now  and  then  the  sun  peeped 
through  an  opening  in  the  watery  clouds  and 
turned  the  rain  drops  in  the  grass  and  on  the 
branches  and  twigs  into  as  many  sparkling 
emeralds. 

Meanwhile  the  conversation  was  kept  up  very 
interestingly  by  the  Earl,  a  slim,  middle-sized 
man,  almost  bald,  with  very  clean  cut,  gentle, 
symmetrical  features,  a  small,  humorous,  good- 
natured  mouth,  and  soft  grey  eyes,  in  all  a  grace- 
ful appearance.  He  had  known  Hermann's 
father  for  years  as  a  hunting  companion. 

Father  Wi liens  was  in  every  way  an  accomp- 
lished gentleman,  a  native  of  Westphaha  and, 
as  he  said,  a  fellow  student  of  Father  Francis  at 
the  University  of  Bonn.    He  had  been  at  the 
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Hall  for  many  years  and  was  looked  upon  by  the 
numerous  acquaintances  and  visitors  that  annu- 
ally came  for  the  hunting  season,  as  a  perfect 
scholar,  as  an  all  round  man.  He  comman- 
ded with  ease  seven  languages  and  could  speak 
about  anything  to  anybody.  He  was  somewhat 
reserved  in  his  manner,  but  this  served  only  to 
make  a  favorable  impression  on  Hermann  at 
the  very  outset. 

Soon  the  carriage  passed  from  the  boulevard 
through  the  Iron  Gate,  opened  by  an  aged 
keeper,  into  the  parks  surrounding  the  Hall.  To 
the  left  were  little  artificial  lakes  embroidered 
with  lilac  and  wild  orange-trees,  with  boats  for 
fishing.  To  the  right  stood  the  old  Gothic  church, 
Cathohc  in  days  gone  by,  but  now  robbed  of  its 
real  glory  in  the  hands  of  the  Church  of  England. 
Just  behind  this  lay  the  ruins  of  the  ancient 
Manor-house,  covered  with  a  thick  coat  of  ivy 
and  moss,  as  if  ashamed  to  see  the  church  given 
up  to  a  cult  for  which  it  was  not  built.  The  HaU 
was  a  stately  building  of  the  beginning  of  the 
century  and  consequently  modern,  and  about 
three  hundred  yards  to  the  south  of  the  old  Hall 
destroyed  by  fire  in  1810.  Its  facade  was  beauti- 
fully ornamented  with  many  towers  and  turrets. 

Hermann  was  cordially  welcomed  by  the  Coun- 
tess of  Churchborough,  a  stout  well  built  lady 
from  Ireland  and  a  person  of  worldly  disposi- 
tions. The  Countess  in  her  turn  introduced  to 
Hermann,  Lady  Agnes,  a  fascinating  personality 
of|about  twenty  years  of  age,  tall  and  graceful 


126       The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

in  bearing,  with  a  face  so  calm,  peaceful  and  in- 
nocent that  one  could  not  help  thinking  of  the 
face  of  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God.  Her  eyes  were 
dark  and  thoughtful,  her  hair  luxuriant  and  of 
a  brilliant  dark  color,  her  voice  was  melodiouB 
and  soft  and  her  whole  exterior  prepossessing, 
without  affectation,  natural  in  every  movement. 

It  must  be  said  that  she  made  an  extraor- 
dinary impression  on  Hermann,  an  impression 
we  sometimes  feel  after  much  disappointment 
and  misunderstanding,  trouble  and  anxiety, 
when  things  begin  to  look  brighter,  and  the 
friendly  handshake  from  a  person  of  our  own  dis- 
position, temperament  and  aspirations  assures 
us  that  we  are  understood  at  last. 

Agnes  was  a  daughter  of  the  Earl's  first  mar- 
riage and  had  inherited  from  her  mother  a 
genuine  piety  which  showed  itself  in  compassion 
for  the  poor.  Lady  Agnes  was  loved  by  the 
tenants  of  the  estate,  to  whom  she  often  carried 
provisions  of  all  kinds,  but  on  this  account  she 
was  not  liked  by  her  stepmother.  Her  father's 
love,  however,  richly  made  up  for  this.  Hermacn 
felt  that  she  would  be  his  greatest  and  truest 
friend,  one  whom  he  could  trust  and  help.  In 
fact  a  few  days  later  he  was  convinced  of  this. 

One  morning,  as  he  was  rambling  through  the 
beautiful  park  on  the  other  side  of  the  ruins,  he 
beheld  before  him  at  a  short  distance,  Agnes, 
with  a  basket  on  her  arms,  and  directing  her 
steps  towards  the  little  massive  door  in  the  stone 
fence,  leading  into  the  village.  Hermann  quick- 
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ened  his  pace  and  soon  caught  up  with  her. 
Good-morning,  Lady  Agnes,     he  said,  "  you 

are  up  early  for  work.  Excuse  me  if  I  take 
the  hberty  of  offering  you  my  services  to  carry 
that  basket.    May  I  ?  " 

^'  1  thank  you  very  much  ;  you  may  carry  it, 
to  be  sure,  Agnes  answered,  though  I  would 
not  allow  anyone  else  to  do  so,  that  is  of  those 
I  have  met  hitherto.  This  is  a  little  work,  I  was 
taught  by  my  good  mother.  She  never  failed 
to  call  early  in  the  morning  after  Holy  Commu- 
nion on  the  sick  and  poor  to  see  if  they  needed 
something  during  the  day.  I  think  it  is  so  nice 
to  go  with  God  in  one^s  heart  to  the  houses  of 
the  desolate.  It  seems  as  if  God  Himself  paid  a 
visit.  I  am  just  going  to  a  poor  widow,  who  is, 
I  think,  not  far  from  death  ;  perhaps  these 
provisions  might  do  her  some  good.  " 

May  I  come  with  you  every  morning.  Lady 
Agnes  ?  "  Hermann  inquired,  pleadingly. 

^'  I  shall  be  very  glad,  of  course.  But  you  must 
promise  me  not  to  be  formal  with  me.  Leave  out 
the  ^  Lady  ^  and  call  me  simply  ^  Agnes  '  ;  that 
sounds  better  to  my  taste,     she  replied. 

Thank  you,  Agnes,  and  you  call  me  simply 
Hermann,  too.  Now  let  me  take  the  basket.  Do 
you  carry  a  basket  full  as  this  every  day  ?  "  Her- 
mann asked  incredulously.  That  is  really  too 
heavy  for  you.  Why  did  you  not  ask  a  servant 
to  come  with  you  ?  " 

^'  Oh,  that's  out  of  the  question.  I  should 
never  dare  to  speak  to  the  servants  about 
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this  ;  the  talk  would  never  end.  Besides  Lady 
Church  borough  does  not  like  this,  "  she  added 
sadly. 

Well  jthen  allow  me  to  be  your  servant.  I 
will  not  speak  of  it  to  anybody,  nor  wall  I  find 
fault  with  your  ways,  I  assure  you. 

May  God  reward  your  kindness,  Hermann, 
she  replied  with  great  joy,  ^'  and  may  you  find 
as  much  happiness  in  this  httle  work,  as  I  have 
reaped  from  it.  I  leave  every  morning  at  about 
nine  o^clock.  So  if  you  will  join  me  here  at  that 
time  I  shall  be  very  pleased.  " 

Hermann  was  so  delighted  at  this  privilege 
that  he  did  not  feel  the  weight  of  the  basket 
at  all  and  was  full  of  admiration  for  the  noble, 
generous  dispositions  of  Agnes'  heart. 

A  very  poor  house  with  very  poor  furniture 
was  the  end  of  their  walk.  The  widow  was  sitting 
motionless  in  an  arm-chair,  the  latest  gift  from 
Agnes.  She  was  about  sixty  years  of  age  and 
every  line  on  her  face  spoke  of  unremitting  cares 
and  sorrows.  She  did  not  open  her  eyes  as  the  two 
visitors  entered,  and  even  if  she  had  done  so, 
she  would  not  have  perceived  them  for  she  was 
blind. 

Is  that  you.  Lady  Agnes  ?  ''  she  murmured. 

Ah,  God  bless  you.  "  She  took  the  hand  of 
Agnes  and  fondled  it  as  a  child  in  the  dark  does 
to  his  mother. 

^'  Yes,  it  is  I,  Mrs.  Molloy,  and  how  are  you 
this  morning  ?  " 

^  ^  Thanks  —  to  God  —  I  feel  easier — not  better 
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in  health  —  and  I  don't  care  either.  But  better 
in  my  soul  —  will  you  —  call  for  the  priest  ? 

Agnes  folded  the  poor  blind  woman  in  her 
arms  and  kissed  her. 

I  thank  God,  indeed,  that  you  have  made  up 
your  mind  at  last  to  go  to  confession,  Mrs.  Mol- 
ioy.  I  am  sure  you  will  feel  better  after  that  ; 
I  shall  send  for  the  priest  directly,  Agnes 
shouted  into  the  ears  of  the  widow,  and  then 
whispered  to  Hermann  to  go  and  fetch  Father 
Willens. 

When  he  came  back  with  the  priest  he  found 
the  whole  apartment  cleaned,  the  poor  widow 
washed,  everything  in  perfect  order.  Agnes 
had  worked  hard  during  his  absence.  The 
patient  was  very  weak  indeed  ;  she  made  a 
lengthy  confession  and  a  few  days  later  was 
buried  reconciled  with  God  and  the  world, 
through  the  unceasing  kindness  of  Agnes. 

Hermann  became  the  constant  companion 
of  Agnes  on  all  her  visits  and  this  new  mode  of 
life  gave  him  a  different  view,  a  view  of  a  life 
spent  in  the  service  of  God's  poor,  a  life  of 
sacrifice,  of  self  denial.  Like  Agnes,  he  tasted 
the  sweetness  of  this  humble  work  and  he  told 
her  so  one  day  on  their  way  home.  To  which 
Agnes  replied  with  her  usual  frankness  : 

I  really  long  to  spend  my  whole  hfe  in  doing 
this.  I  am  not  able  to  give  absolution  to  the 
sick,  as  a  priest,  but  I  can  prepare  them  for  it  ; 
and  many  a  person  have  I  seen  die  happy  and 
content,  who  at  first  did  not  even  want  to  hear 

10 


130       The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

of  a  priest.  It  is  a  great  consolation.  If  I  were 
a  man,  I  would  ask  God  to  give  me  the  priestly 
vocation. 

Why  then  not  take  the  next  thing  to  it, 
and  be  a  nun  ?     Hermann  suggested.  It 
would  not  be  a  great  change  for  you,  I  am  sure. 
Agnes  blushed  and  said  : 

Well  —  of  course  you  must  not  say  any- 
thing about  it  —  that  is  what  I  intend  to  be. 
Papa  does  not  mind  it,  but  mamma.  Lady 
Churchborough,  is  not  in  favor  it.  She  thinks 
me  too  beautiful  ;  just  fancy  ;  she  wants  me 
to  go  into  society,  and  so  on.  However,  she 
knows  my  resolution,  and  I  may  try  to  enter 
the  convent  next  year,  if  possible.  ^' 

To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  at  all 
surprised  at  that.  I  thought  as  much  when  I 
saw  you  for  the  first  time.  I  am  very  pleased 
and  hope  that  you  will  succeed  and  be  happy. 
Since  you  have  been  so  frank  with  me,  I  will  be 
frank  with  you  likewise.  I  do  want  to  be  a 
priest,  but  have  my  father  against  me  ;  on  no 
account  will  he  give  his  consent. 

I  am  not  surprised  at  you  either, Agnes 
said  laughingly.  ^'  I  felt  that,  as  soon  as  I 
looked  into  your  eyes.  We  had  better  pray  for 
one  another  that  God  may  smooth  our  ways, 
yours  especially. 

Hermann  and  Agnes  were  thenceforth  intimate 
friends  and  instead  of  Agnes  changing  the  mind 
of  Hermann  as  the  colonel  had  calculated  and 
hoped,  she  strengthened  it  more  than  anyone  else 
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could  have  done,  in  the  desire  to  be  a  priest. 


Time  passed  swiftly  and  visibly  improved 
the  health  of  the  young  officer,  but  not  that  of 
Teresa.  She  had  had  a  relapse  of  typhoid  fever 
and  lingered  for  a  long  time.  Often  was  Hermann 
with  her  in  his  mind  and  spoke  frequently  to 
Agnes  of  her.  One  evening  as  he  came  back 
from  a  pleasant  ride  through  the  beautiful  parks, 
he  found  a  letter  waiting  for  him.  It  was  from 
his  father,  and  a  model  of  brevity  : 
Dear  Hermann  : 

Teresa  is  getting  worse,  and  we  fear  for  her 
recovery.  Please  come  back  at  your  earliest 
convenience.  Of  course  you  need  not  be  alarmed 
about  her  for  the  present.  Kindly  give  best 
greetings  to  the  Countess  of  Churchborough, 
but  more  so  to  Agnes.  Try  to  bring  Agnes  with 
you  is  possible. 

Your  Ioving  Father.  " 

"  You  need  not  be  alarmed  about  her  for  the 
present  —  try  to  bring  Agnes  with  you, 
Hermann  read  these  words  over  again.  "  If 
Teresa  is  really  ill,  why  not  say  so,  if  she  is  not 
dangerously  ill,  why  come  back  at  once  ?  Why 
a  special  greeting  to  Agnes  ?  Why  bring  her  with 
me  ?  can  it  be  possible  ?  no,  no,  papa,  cannot 
mean  that, he  mused,  and  jumped  up  to  com- 
municate the  news  to  the  Earl  and  Agnes.  Both 
thought  it  would  be  best  to  go  at  once  and  the 
Countess  seconded  this  resolution,  having  the 
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same  ideas  about  Hermann  and  Agnes  as  the  colo- 
nel. Hermann  left  at  once  by  the  Harwich- 
Express  for  the  continent,  for  Verleburg,  Agnes 
followed  a  few  days  later  and  found  Teresa  by  no 
means  well  !  She  was  very  glad  to  have  Agnes 
with  her  and  both  passed  the  most  of  their  time 
together.  The  colonel,  too,  was  likewise  very 
pleased  and  watched  every  movement  Hermann 
and  Agnes  made  ;  but  he  could  not  find  out 
whether  or  not  his  plan  worked.  Sometimes,  too, 
he  would  pass  remarks  about  Agnes  to  Her- 
mann, or  vice  versa  ;  but  those  hints  both  failed 
to  take.  One  thing,  however,  was  certain  ;  they 
were  always  together  at  holy  Mass  and  Commu- 
nion, and  this  the  colonel  did  not  know  how  to 
interpret. 

Little  by  little  Teresa  got  better  and  was 
able  to  go  out  for  a  drive  accompanied  by  Her- 
mann and  Agnes  ;  at  the  beginning  of  October 
she  was  completely  restored  to  health,  and  Agnes 
had  to  go  back  to  her  sick  and  poor,  she  felt 
lonesome  for  them,  and  thus  the  Verleburger 
family  was  once  more  alone.  Father  Francis 
was  never  mentioned  in  the  presence  of  the 
colonel,  but  heartily  sympathized  with  by  the 
three  others  and  was  often  visited  by  Hermann, 
who  felt  that  things  were  going  too  far.  Thus 
Christmas  approached  and  was  only  a  few  days 
off. 

The  rough  autumn  wind  tore  the  leaves  from 
the  trees  and  strew  them  on  the  withered  grass 
below  or  raised  them  in  fantastic  whirlwinds 
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round  and  round  into  the  air.  The  weather  was 
cold  and  bleak  and  snowflakes  came  hurriedly 
down  from  the  gray  sky  as  if  to  seek  shelter  from 
the  merciless  wind  even  on  the  frozen  ground. 

The  colonel  was  sitting  as  usual  in  his  library 
before  a  bright  crackling  fire.  He  was  absorbed 
in  deep  thoughts  and  did  not  hear  the  merry 
voices  of  the  fire,  nor  the  dreary  wind  howling 
outside  around  the  turrets  and  battlements 
and  in  the  trees.  His  soul  was  more  storm-tossed 
than  the  trees  outside  and  voices  of  anger  and 
aversion  covered  the  sweet  voices  of  the  fire. 
In  a  long  interview  with  Hermann  the  day 
before  he  had  asked  him  about  his  relations 
with  Agnes,  and  had  received  the  answer  that 
neither  he  nor  Agnes  had  ever  thought  of  such 
a  possibility.  He  had  asked  him  to  sign  his  appU- 
cation  for  the  cuirassier-regiment  and  Hermann 
again  begging  to  be  let  off  and  finally  said  : 

Father,  1^11  do  anything  you  wish,  but  in  the 
choice  of  my  vocation,  I  ask  you  to  leave  me 
free.  I  cannot  be  a  soldier.  " 

The  colonel  had  not  given  way  to  his  rage  then, 
he  had  mastered  his  temper  and  with  stoic  cold- 
ness simply  answered  :  "  Well,  sir,  do  as  you 
choose,  you'll  take  the  consequences.  I  give 
you  till  tomorrow  night  to  reflect  upon  your 
decision.  Hermann  had  then  left  the  room 
to  appear  tonight  before  his  merciless  father. 
The  colonel  knew  before  hand  what  the  answer 
would  be  ;  but  like  so  many  parents,  only  half 
penetrated  by  the  light  of  Faith,  abused  his 
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parental  authority  and  tried  to  cope  with  the 
Omnipotent.  He  forgot  or  stifled  within  his 
conscience  the  remembrance,  that  a  vocation 
is  a  caUing  from  on  high,  which  contains  one 
of  the  most  profound  mysteries  of  human  life, 
and  that  such  a  call,  whether  to  the  world  or 
to  the  cloister  must  be  obeyed.  He  forgot  that 
parents  have  in  this  matter  only  one  right,  one 
duty,  as  lieutenants  of  God  —  to  test,  direct, 
and  if  need  be,  foster  a  vocation,  once  known  ; 
but  to  combat  it  —  never.  The  colonel  struggled 
with  God,  usurping  the  rights  of  the  Most  High, 
in  forcing  upon  his  son  a  career,  for  which  he 
WBJS  not  called. 

Perhaps  these  were  the  thoughts  that  crossed 
his  mind,  as  he  sat  before  the  crackling  fire,  and 
prevented  him  from  hearing  the  knock  at  the 
door.  Hermann  waited  for  some  time,  then 
knocked  again  and  this  time  was  bid  to  come  in. 
He  went  right  to  his  father  and  kissed  him  tender- 
ly and  that  kiss  should  have  revealed  to  the 
father's  heart  that  it  was  not  obstinacy,  but 
obedience  to  God's  will,  which  prevented  Her- 
mann from  complying  with  his  desires.  It  was 
a  sad  meeting.  Neither  said  a  word  for  a  long 
time  ;  for  each  knew  the  importance  words 
would  assume  between  them.  Nor  did  the  enter- 
ing of  the  Countess,  pale  as  death,  break  this 
painful  silence. 

Well,  sir,  what  have  you  decided  ?  "  the 
father  asked  in  a  hoarse  trembling  voice  and 
looking  into  the  fire. 
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Frederick,  I  beseech  you,  "  the  Countess 
said  coming  up  to  her  husband  and  laying  her 
hand  upon  his  shoulders,  "  I  beseech  you  in 
the  name  of  all  that  is  dear  to  you,  do  not  make 
yourself  and  us  unhappy.  You  have  tried  his 
vocation  ;  you  have  done  your  duty  ;  why  not 
leave  it  to  him  to  choose  ?  It  is  now  over  six 
years,  that  he  has  been  asking  to  be  allowed  to 
be  a  priest.  Surely,  it  is  an  honor  of  no  small 
degree.  We  are  getting  old,  and  if  you  make 
this  sacrifice  you  may  be  sure  God  will  reward 
you  a  hundredfold.  Let  him  try  his  vocation. 

Catherine,  I  beg  of  you  not  to  interfere 
with  my  wish  just  now.  Why  do  you  always  side 
with  your  children  ?  If  he  is  determined  to  be 
a  priest,  to  place  himself  with  obstinacy  in  my 
way,  he  must  be  able  to  bear  the  consequences. 
I  would  like  to  know  what  you  have  decided, 
sir,  ^'  he  continued  coldly  towards  Hermann. 

Papa,  I  have  but  one  decision  to  give  :  and 
much  as  I  am  grieved  to  hurt  you,  and  thwart, 
at  least  to  some  extent,  your  hopes  by  giving 
that  decision,  remember  that  you  have  nothing 
else  against  me  but  this.  As  for  me  I  am  willing 
to  bear  whatever  consequences  my  decision 
may  entail.  I  am  decided  to  be  a  priest,  because 
I  feel  I  must  ;  and  I  ask  you  again,  dear  father, 
Hermann  knelt  down,  for  your  consent  and 
your  blessing.  ^' 

Sir,  you  shall  have  neither  my  consent  nor 
my  blessing.  You  have  taken  your  choice,  take 
the  consequences.   I  am  sorry  to  say  that  you, 
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my  chosen  son,  my  hope,  have  made  yourself 
unworthy  of  my  love.  If  that  is  your  decision, 
attend  to  it,  you  shall  own  no  part  here.  If  you 
abandon  the  profession  for  which,  I  at  so  much 
expense,  have  prepared  you,  not  a  shilling  more 
shall  you  handle  from  me.  And  I  tell  you  this 
more,  sir,  if  you  do  not  join  the  regiment  in 
January  there  shall  be  no  home  for  you  here 
any  longer.  Now  take  this  as  my  final  word  and 
leave  the  room. 

Hermann  kissed  his  father's  hand  and  retired 
as  happy  as  if  he  had  gained  the  greatest  of 
victories  and  indeed  he  had  —  the  victory  over 
himself.  But  never  before  had  the  manor-house 
of  Verleburg  witnessed  such  a  sad  Christmas  as 
that  year.  There  was  no  peace  nor  joy  sent 
thither  by  the  Angels  from  Our  Lord's  humble 
crib. 


CHAPTER  XIII 


A  RAY  OF  LIGHT  IN  THE   DARK  OF  NIGHT. 

Dear  Mother,  I  cannot  do  otherwise.  You 
can  imagine,  or  rather  you  cannot  imagine  how 
hard  it  is  for  me  to  be  told  by  my  father,  whom 
I  love  as  perhaps  no  boy  ever  loved  his  father, 
to  leave  this  house  penniless  and  work  my  way 
through  life  as  best  I  can,  in  pursuit  of  my  voca- 
tion. I  have  thought  it  over  time  and  again  ; 
I  have  spoken  of  it  to  father  for  six  years  ;  I 
have  had  all  kinds  of  plans  as  to  the  realization 
of  my  desire,  and  all  I  can  see  is  that  I  am  called 
to  the  priesthood.  I  know  that  you  and  Teresa 
and  papa  also  —  will  be  unhappy  on  account 
of  me.  Oh,  I  feel  it  most  keenly,  and  I  would 
gladly  give  my  very  hearths  blood,  could  I  there- 
by impede  or  even  alleviate  your  sorrow,  without 
giving  up  my  vocation.  But  there  is  nothing  else 
to  be  done.  I  have  to  do  as  papa  told  me.  I  must 
leave  this  house  as  soon  as  I  can  possibly  arran- 
ge for  my  journey.  " 

But,  darling,  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 
Where  are  you  thinking  of  going  ?  You  cannot 
risk  yourself  like  that  in  the  world,  without 
friends,  without  money.'' 

I  am  going  to  confide  in  God's  Providence. 
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If  I  am  called  to  the  priesthood,  God  will  give 
me  the  means  to  follow  my  calling.  And  more 
than  that,  I  am  perfectly  convinced  that  papa, 
by  disinheriting  me,  has  but  given  me  greater 
facility,  a  surer  way,  to  become  a  good  priest. 
I  assure  you,  mamma,  I  do  not  in  the  least  resent 
or  feel  this  punishment.  I  know  it  is  for  my  own 
good,  and  but  a  trial,  a  test  for  my  vocation. 
It  is  nothing  to  frighten  me,  mother. 

Yes,  but  whither  are  you  going  ? 

I  wrote  to  Agnes  immediately  after  my 
dismissal  from  my  father^s  room  the  other  night, 
and  I  hope  to  receive  an  answer  by  to-morrow. 
Perhaps  she  knows  of  some  means  to  help  me 
out. ' 

Hermann  pulled  out  his  watch.  It  was  half 
past  eleven.  Only  another  half  hour,  and  the 
whole  Christian  w^orld  would  hail  the  joyful 
beginning  of  Christmas  day.  Mother  and  son 
had  spent  the  entire  evening  together  in  a  long, 
intimate  conversation  on  things  past,  present 
and  future,  and,  as  can  be  seen,  the  mother's 
heart  found  the  terrible  prospect  of  the  future 
all  but  unbearable.  The  colonel  had  left  Ver- 
leburg early  in  the  morning  after  the  cruel  inter- 
view with  Hermann,  for  a  few  weeks,  on  urgent 
business  admitting  of  no  procrastination.  So 
lie  said.  The  truth,  however,  v/as,  that  he,  being 
sure  of  his  son's  compliance  with  his  last  com- 
mand, did  not  like  to  see  him  anymore,  but  gave 
him  time  to  leave  the  house  before  he  would 
return.  He  was  afraid,  lest,  on  seeing  Hermann 
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leave  the  manor-house  penniless  and  homeless 
he  might  relent  and  ask  him  to  come  back. 

"  It  is  time  for  Midnight  Mass,  mother, 
Hermann  said  to  change  the  subject,  the 
sleigh  must  be  waiting  outside,  and  Teresa  no 
doubt  is  ready  by  this  time  too. 

So  she  was.  For  as  the  Countess  and  Hermann 
left  the  room,  she  came  down  the  hall  and  em- 
braced them  both  in  anticipation  of  a  joyful 
Christmas. 

The  sleigh  was  waiting  and  in  a  few  moments 
hurried  along  the  frozen  snow,  squealing  and 
squeaking  as  if  in  high  glee  at  the  thought  of 
Christmas.  Thousands  of  sparkling  stars  looked 
down  from  the  deep  blue  sky,  as  brightly,  as  if  new- 
ly polished  by  kind  Angels.  On  all  sides  the  merry 
jingling  of  bells  couldbeheard,  faintly  at  first,  then 
becoming  louder  as  they  approached  the  church. 

Christmas  seems  to  have  for  Catholics,  nay, 
for  every  Christian  something  so  mysteriously 
beautiful  and  attractive,  that  at  the  very  thought 
of  it,  hearts  begin  to  dilate  and  expand  as  if  to 
inhale  that  very  mysteriousness  and  draw  nearer 
to  the  Divinity.  Old  and  young,  fathers,  mothers 
and  children,  hasten  to  church,  fasting,  crowd  the 
nave  and  aisles  to  hear  again  the  glad  tidings 
of  the  Redeemer's  birth,  and  humbly  expect 
Communion  with  a  holy  earnestness  spurning 
all  bodily  fatigue.  Even  lukewarm  hearts  seem 
to  wake  up  from  their  habitual  state  of  lethargy, 
shake  off  their  bonds  in  the  confessional  and 
approach  the  Bread  of  Life. 
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St.  Mary's  was  filled  to  its  utmost  capacity. 
Thousands  of  faces  were  beaming  in  rapturous, 
reverent  joy  as  the  thrice  holy  Mystery  proceeded 
amid  clouds  of  incense  and  joyous  hymns.  Every- 
body was  present,  except  the  colonel.  It  was 
the  first  time  in  his  life  and  proved  to  the  afflicted 
Countess  how  disastrous  an  effect  Hermann's 
resolution  had  had  upon  the  heart  of  her  hus- 
band. She  did  not  hear  the  beautiful,  immortal 
music,  nor  did  she  see  the  numberless  lights 
that  burned  on  the  altar,  on  the  chandehers, 
before  the  windows,  but  especially  around  the 
Crib.  She  knelt  and  rose  mechanically  with  the 
congregation,  and  wept. 

I  bring  you  tidings  of  great  joy. .  .  for  this 
day  is  born  to  you  a  Saviour.''  (Luke,  ii,  10-11.) 

It  was  the  sonorous  voice  of  a  Franciscan 
priest,  Father  Anthony,  whom  good  Father 
Francis  had  invited  for  this  solemnity  that  sent 
these  words  of  gladness  through  the  filled  aisles 
and  roused  the  Countess  from  her  sad  thoughts. 
In  simple  but  heartfelt  words,  he  recalled  to  mind 
the  ever  old  but  ever  new  history  of  the  world's 
greatest  event,  the  birth  of  Christ,  the  Savior. 
He  reminded  the  faithful  of  the  gigantic  work 
of  the  little  Infant  of  Bethlehem,  come  to  give 
peace  to  the  earth,  not  indeed  by  negotiating 
with  the  spirit  of  the  world  for  comfort,  wealth 
and  ease,  but  by  attacking  everything  that 
savored  of  worldliness.  Thence  the  opposition, 
which  surrounded  the  Christ-Child.  The  world 
forgot  that  the  poor,  helpless  child  of  Bethlehem, 
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was'  at  the  same  time  the  irresistible  "  Lion 
of  Juda.  " 

"  Well  nigh  two  thousand  years  have  rolled 
into  the  abbys  of  eternity,  Father  Anthony 
concluded,  generation  after  generation  has 
passed  the  humble  crib  of  Jesus  and  descended 
into  the  tomb  ;  governors  and  emperors  have 
tried  to  thwart  the  work  of  Christ  as  did  Herod 
of  old  ;  but  ever  with  the  same  result  ;  empires 
and  nations,  thrones  and  dynasties  have  crum- 
bled into  ruins,  whilst  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem 
reigns  supreme  over  the  hearts  of  millions  of 
faithful  subjects.  Now  as  then,  Jesus  offers  to 
the  world  peace,  the  peace  of  heart  it  seeks  but 
cannot  give.  But  now  as  then,  Jesus  lays  down 
the  same  condition  :  good  will.  A  will  strong 
and  persevering  in  the  struggle  against  the 
spirit  of  the  world,  ready  to  abdicate  every 
claim  to  things  of  this  earth  ;  for  unless  man 
renounce  all  things,  wealth,  possession,  home, 
he  cannot  be  called  a  disciple  of  the  poor  Infant. 

He  has  come  to  give  peace  ;  but  also,  in 
order  to  bring  peace,  He  has  come  to  bring  the 
sword,  separating  the  son  from  the  .father,  the 
daughter  from  the  mother.  Blessed  is  he,  yes, 
thrice  blessed  is  he  who  is  not  scandalized  at  this 
extraordinary  method  of  bestowing  peace  on 
the  human  heart.  " 

The  Countess  had  found  relief  in  these  simple 
words,  and  Hermann  did  not  hear  anything  else 
after  this.  The  music  and  hymns  did  not  affect 
him  ;  all  he  was  conscious  of  was  :  He  has  come 
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to  bring  the  sword,  separating  the  father  from 
the  son,  and  blessed  is  he,  who  does  not  take 
scandal.  This  was  balm  for  his  bruised  heart 
and  relief  to  his  mother. 

When  the  service  was  over  and  the  congrega- 
tion  began  to  disperse,  the  Countess  took  Teresa 
and  Hermann  over  to  the  Crib,  as  so  often  be- 
fore when  they  were  still  little  children  and  just 
able  to  come  to  church,  to  say  a  short  prayer. 
This  time,  however,  they  knelt  longer  than  usual. 
The  Infant  seemed  to  have  a  special  communi- 
cation to  make  to  them. 

On  the  floor,  beneath  the  prie-dieu,  where 
Hermann  knelt,  a  little  leaflet  lay,  evidently 
from  the  prayer-book  of  some  devout  |wor-^ 
shipper. 

There  are  wrongs  that  cannot  be  righted 
There  are  crosses  that  must  be  borne, 
There  are  duties  that  cannot  be  slighted, 
There  are  thorn-crowns  that  must  be  worn. 

There  are  griefs  that  cannot  find  comfort, 
And  wounds  that  cannot  be  healed  ; 
There  are  sorrows  so  deep  in  the  himian  heart. 
They  cannot  be  half  revealed. 

But  oh  !  let  us  carry  our  crosses, 
We  carry  them  not  alone  ; 
Let  us  tread  over  earth's  rough  places, 
Even  as  Christ  has  done. 

Let  us  bury  our  bitter  sorrows. 
Deep  in  His  Sacred  Heart, 
And  think  what  a  blessed  thing  it  is 
To  have  in  his  sorrows  a  part. 
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Let  us  think  of  the  wrongs  he  suffered, 
Let  us  think  of  the  Cross  He  bore, 
Let  us  think  of  his  weary  journeys, 
Let  us  tliink  of  the  crown  he  wore. 

Surely  the  pain  and  the  sorrow, 

Christ  chose  for  Himself  must  be  best. 

Let  us  follow  Him,  then,  in  the  way  of  the  Cross, 

'Twill  lead  unto  Heaven's  sweet  rest. 

Hermann  read  it  again  :  it  was  the  message 
from  the  crib  and  gave  him  strength.  He  passed 
it  on  to  his  mother.  She  liked  it ;  from  it  she 
drew  resignation.  Teresa  read  it  and  found  in 
it  corn-age  to  bear  her  abandonment  with  patien- 
ce. After  a  while  the  lights  went  out  one  by  one. 
The  church  began  to  be  in  darkness,  and  the 
sexton  rattling  his  keys,  as  a  gentle  hint  for  the 
lingering  adorers  to  leave  the  holy  place,  soon 
closed  the  huge,  massive  doors  behind  the  last 
of  them,  the  Verleburger  family. 

The  stars  were  shining  even  brighter  than 
before  ;  a  gentle  breeze  had  swept  away  the 
thin  haze,  which  here  and  there  had  hung  like 
tears  around  some  clusters  of  the  celestial  lights. 
Or  was  it  perhaps  but  the  fact,  that  now,  brighter 
light  had  risen  in  the  hearts  of  the  travellers  in 
the  sleigh  to  Verleburg  and  made  the  myriads  of 
twinkling  stars  look  brighter  too  ? 

Be  that  as  it  may,  the  Countess  and  her  two 
children  were  happy  at  any  rate,  yes,  happy  as 
perhaps  never  before  on  Christmas  day.  They 
had  heard  the  voice  of  God  and  this  filled  their 
hearts  with  exceeding  great  joy,  a  secret  bliss. 
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That  was  about  the  finest  service  and  the 
best  sermon  I  ever  listened  to,  I  think,  Te- 
resa said,  why  if  we  but  remembered  this 
from  time  to  time  we  would  find  Hke  St.  Paul, 
that  the  sufferings  of  this  world  are  not  to  be 
compared  with  the  joy  God  has  in  store  for  us, 
if  we  serve  him  and  suffer  a  little  for  his  sake  in 
this  world  here  below. 

That^s  very  true,  indeed, "  the  Countess 
assented  ;  "  but  you  cannot  help  at  times  find- 
ii\g  it  hard,  unbearable,  when  the  sword  of  God 
severs  the  bonds  of  love  and  affection  in  a  family 
and  leaves  nothing  but  a  miserable,  gloomy 
prospect  for  the  future.  It  is  then  that  one  needs 
a  little  reminder  of  the  way  of  God's  providence  ; 
that  he  chastiseth  those  whom  he  loves,  and 
gives  a  heavy  cross  to  strong,  stout  hearts.  '' 

Well,  if  both  of  you  feel  like  that  about 
God's  Way,  I  am  sure  that  our  parting  will  not 
be  too  difl&cult  a  cross,  "  Hermann  said  laugh- 
ingly, drawing  a  practical  conclusion  for  the 
moment.  I  am  completely  happy  and  do  not 
in  the  least  dread  my  future.  But  say,  is  it  not 
providential  that  Father  Anthony,  the  friar 
whom  I  defended  at  the  Kaiserhof  in  Blumfeld, 
should  be  here  for  Midnight  Mass  and  fill  our 
hearts  with  such  confidence  and  joy  ?  I  must 
try  to  see  him  during  the  day,  if  possible.  Per- 
haps he  knows  of  some  good  plan.  " 

Are  you  sure  that  it  is  the  same  religious  ?  " 
the  Countess  asked. 

Oh,  yes  perfectly  sure.   I  am  going  to  see 
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him.  I  suppose  he  is  staying  at  the  presbytery 
with  Father  Francis  ? 

No  doubt,  I  am  sorry  we  did  not  know  of 
it  ;  else  he  might  have  stayed  here  with  us. 
Father  Francis  has  more  than  he  can  attend  to 
during  these  days,     the  Countess  said. 

"  That  would  hardly  be  practicable,  mother, 
in  any  case.  You  know  that  papa  forbade  Fa- 
ther Francis  the  entrance  to  our  house.  Be- 
sides, we  could  not  easily  separate  the  two 
priests.  I  shall  simply  go  to  the  presbytery. 
That  is  the  best  and  no  one  will  experience  any 
trouble  on  that  account.  But  for  the  present,  I  am 
going  to  bed,     he  added  in  the  best  of  humor, 

it  is  getting  late,  or  rather  far  on  into  the 
morning  ;  and  unless  we  retire  at  once,  it' will 
hardly  be  worth  while  to  do  so  with  any  real 
profit.  So  here  goes  a  happy,  happ.y  Christmas.'' 

Saying  which,  he  threw  his  arms  around  his 
mother  and  sister  and  kissed  them  affectionately. 
Thereupon  all  three  went  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 


A  JOYFUL  RIDE  ON  A  SAD  CHRISTMAS  DAY 
AND  A  PROPHECY. 

GJi  bright,  sunny  day  followed  the  clear 
O  starry  night  and  gave  a  special  lustre  to 
the  frozen  snow,  sparkling  in  spotless  purity 
in  the  parks  around  the  manor  house  as  far  as 
the  eye  could  see.  A  nice  drive  in  the  sleigh 
would  certainly  have  been  on  the  programme 
of  Hermann  under  ordinary  circumstances  on 
Christmas  day.  But  this  time  he  set  out  on  foot 
for  a  walk  to  the  presbytery. 

Good  Father  Francis,  having  seen  him  co- 
ming through  the  garden-gate,  opened  the  door 
himself  and  after  hearty  Christmas  wishes  and 
greetings,  asked  him  to  take  a  place  near  the 
cheerful  fire  in  the  library. 

It  was  a  long  time  since  he  had  been  last  in 
that  room  ;  but  everything  was  just  the  same. 
On  the  mantlepiece  stood  still  the  same  sad- 
looking  statue  of  our  Lady,  holding  in  her  arms 
the  lifeless  body  of  her  Son,  just  taken  down 
from  the  Cross  ;  the  same  simple  book-case 
showed  the  same  rows  of  books  of  science  and 
of  sanctity  ;  above  them  stood  a  statue  of 
St.  Thomas  Aquinas,  the  Angelic  Doctor,  and 
of  St.  Bonaventure  the  Seraphic  Doctor,  two 
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heroes  of  Catholic  Theology  and  piety.  Opposite 
this  well  assorted  library  stood  the  same  sofa 
of  old,  above  which  was  suspended  on  the  wall 
a  beautiful  painting  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  in 
heavenly  rapture.  Hermann  knew  all  this. 
Everything  was  familiar  to  him  and  he  felt  at 
home  with  good  Father  Francis  and  his  humble, 
neat  abode. 

^'  I  have  come,  dear  Father,  to  ask  what  you 
have  thought  advisable  for  me  to  do  with  regard 
to  my  vocation.  Perhaps  you  remember,  that 
I  asked  you  in  the  hospital.  You  know  like- 
wise by  this  time  that  I  spoke  to  papa  about  it  ; 
for  as  a  consequence  you  were  told  not  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  me  anymore  and  to  keep 
your  counsel  for  yourself.  Oh  !  I  felt  this  unjust 
rebuke  keenly.  But  I  hope  that  you  will  not 
mind  it  and  forgive  papa.  I  feel  very  sorry  for 
him  ;  I  understand  what  must  be  his  disap- 
pointment in  me. 

Oh,  I  have  certainly  forgiven  everything, 
long  ago.  But  I  cannot  allow  myself  to  be  ruled 
by  him  in  affairs  belonging  to  my  office.  Papa 
must  have  a  great  grudge  against  me  ;  for  he 
has  never  been  to  church  since  that  lamentable 
evening  ;  he  was  not  even  at  Mid-night  Mass 
last  night.  It  is  a  great  pity.  " 

He  is  not  here,  dear  Father.  He  is  absent  ; 
and  though  he  said  it  was  for  business  that 
called  him  away,  I  am  convinced  that  it  is  due 
to  the  fact  that  we  had  a  rather  heated  interview 
two  nights  ago. 
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"  You  mean  to  say  — 

rU  tell  you,  Father,  what  I  mean.  As  a 
consequence  of  my  decision  to  study  for  the 
priesthood,  papa  has  shown  me  the  door,  disin- 
herited me  completely  and  given  me  till  January, 
that  is  six  days,  to  leave.  I  think  he  had  not  the 
heart  to  see  me  leave  so  he  made  it  easier  for 
me  and  for  himself  by  absenting  himself.  Now 
I  have  come  to  see  what  you  would  advise  me 
to  do  in  this  critical  moment. 

Father  Francis  forgot  his  dignity  and  spon- 
taneously threw  his  arms  around  Hermann  and 
at  one  and  the  same  time  laughed  and  wept. 

Thank  God  we  still  have  martyrs  in  our 
age,  "  he  said  pressing  Hermann  close  to  his 
bosom,  yes,  martyrs  of  whom  the  Church 
maybe  proud. 

I  have  not  thought  of  that  as  yet,  father, 
Hermann  said.  I  do  not  think  I  can  lay  any 
claim  to  that  glorious  title  as  yet.  But  if  God 
gives  me  the  grace  to  succeed  and  become  a 
priest,  I  would  not  mind  going  to  the  foreign 
missions,  and  try  to  earn  it.  What  do  you 
propose  ?  ^' 

In  the  first  place,  my  dear  friend,  you  must 
forgive  me  for  not  having  come  to  give  you  my 
advice,  as  I  have  promised.  It  was  not  out  of 
cowardice,  but  out  of  conviction  that  you  did 
not  need  it  ;  that  you  were  able  to  fight  for 
your  own  ground  ;  that  God  was  doing  the  most 
of  your  work  Himself  and,  as  a  consequence, 
could  dispense  with  my  help.  " 
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But,  father,  I  need  your  help  now  and  hence- 
forth. 

That^s  all  right,  Hermann  ;  but  in  order 
that  I  may  give  you  my  help,  you  must  secondly 
tell  me,  what  you  yourself  have  thought  of 
doing.  ^' 

Hermann  explained  how  he  thought  of  going 
back  to  England  to  the  Earl  of  Churchborough\s 
and  relying  on  the  help  of  Agnes  until  he  had 
found  admission  into  some  college  or  seminary. 

By  the  way,  I  met  there  Father  Willens, 
and  he  told  me  that  you  were  students  together 
at  the  University  of  Bonn.  You  remember  him  ? 

Father  Willens  ;  is  he  there  ?  Oh  !  yes, 
I  remember  him  perfectly  well.  He  was  the 
cleverest  student  at  the  time  in  Bonn.  Took  all 
prizes  in  Latin,  Greek,  Hebrew  and  the  Lord 
knows  in  what  else.  No  one  was  a  match  for 
him.  And  he  is  there  ?  WeU  !  Well !  That's  a 
surprise,  and  a  good  one,  too.  How  far  did  you 
go  in  Latin  and  Greek  ?  " 

I  have  passed  through  the  regular  course 
of  gymnasium  but  in  Latin  and  Greek  did  just 
enough  to  pass  the  examinations.  I  suppose  a 
little  polish  would  do  no  harm  in  this  line. 

That  is  what  I  think,  too  Father  Francis 
assented.  ^^Well,  then,  this  is  what  you  must 
do.  You  go  back  to  England,  and  if  that  young 
Lady  is  in  a  position  to  help  you  materially,  I 
am  convinced  that  Father  Willens  will  be  pleased 
to  help  you  spiritually  in  your  studies.  I  shall 
write  to  him  this  afternoon.  I  do  not  think  that 
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the  work  takes  up  all  of  his  time,  and  a  little 
teaching  will  be  a  pleasant  change  for  him.  I  am 
sure  he  will  be  dehghted  to  do  this  for  you.  And 
whatever  I  can  do  for  you,  I  will  do.  How  do  you 
stand  financially  ?  I  am  not  rich  you  know,  but 
what  I  can  do,  as  I  said,  I  will  do.  I  shall  divide 
the  last  coin  with  you,  my  dear  boy. 

I  thank  you  very  much,  dear  father,  for 
your  kindness.  I  do  not  think  that  I  shall  be 
obliged  to  accept  your  generous  ofifer.  I  can 
manage  for  the  travelling  expenses  ;  but  if  I 
may  ask  of  you  one  kindness,  it  is  :  be  kind  to 
my  dear  mother  and  sister.  You  know  you  are 
the  only  one,  who  can  give  them  any  comfort 
and  consolation  in  this  trial,  the  comfort  of 
religion. 

Your  good  mother  and  sister  shall  have 
from  me  all  I  can  give,  you  may  depend  on  that. 
And  though  I  do  not  think  it  prudent  nor  ex- 
pedient to  go  and  visit  them,  I  shall  nevertheless 
find  moments  to  encourage  them.  When  do  you 
intend  to  leave  ? 

As  soon  as  I  receive  news  'from  Agnes, 
which  may  be  tomorrow.  I  shall  try  to  take  the 
next  train.  I  feel,  to  postpone  this  forced  sepa- 
ration from  all  that  is  most  near  and  dear  to  me, 
means  but  to  jeopardize  the  firmness  of  my  re- 
solution and  increase  the  bitterness  of  farewell 
for  mother,  Teresa  and  me.  Is  Father|Anthony 
still  here  ?  " 

"  You  know  him  ? 

Yes,  and  his  acquaintance  cost  me  almost 
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my  life.  It  was  owing  to  him  that  I  was  nearly 
made  shorter  by  my  head^s  length,  "  Hermann 
replied  playfully. 

I  am  very  sorry  that  he  is  no  longer  here. 
He  had  to  leave  this  forenoon  to  continue  his 
journey.  He  came  here  last  night,  and  obliged 
me  greatly  by  accepting  to  preach  at  the  Mid- 
night Mass.  ^^ 

He  looks  a  soldier  in  spite  the  rough,  humble, 
brown  habit  he  wears  ;  My  !  he  made  a  fine 
impression  on  me.  He  vseemed  as  happy  as  a 
lark.  I  had  quite  a  nice  conversation  with  him 
after  our  turbulent  meeting  at  the  Kaiserhof.  " 

He  told  you  nothing  of  himself  ?  " 

No,  father, 

"  Well,  I  think  he  should  have  done  so  ;  and 
he  would  have,  too,  had  he  known  your  inten- 
tions. You  know  he  could  stand  for  your  model 
and  best  encouragement.  He  has  had  to  face  the 
very  ordeal  as  you.  He  was  the  only  son,  nay 
the  only  child  of  a  rich,  noble  family  and  after 
a  desperate  struggle  with  his  father  and  mother 
for  their  consent  to  his  becoming  a  priest,  was 
shown  the  door  of  his  paternal  castle.  He  found 
a  welcome  entrance  into  the  friary  of  the  Fran- 
ciscan Fathers  at  Blauschau.  He  has  travelled, 
I  dare  say,  over  the  whole  world.  He  is  about 
to  leave  again  on  a  journey  to  different  countries 
to  make  researches  in  various  libraries  of  His 
Order  for  manuscripts  relating  to  their  great 
Doctor  of  Theology,  the  Blessed  John  Duns 
Scotus.  " 
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Duns  Scotus  was  he  a  Franciscan  ?  Yes,  I 
think  I  read  about  him  regarding  some  great 
teaching  of  holy  Church  ;  let  me  see,  what 
was  that  ? 

No  doubt,  regarding  the  dogma  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception  of  Mary,  the  Mother  of 
God.  He  was  the  real  champion  of  Mary  ;  you 
know,  and  the  greatest  up-holder  of  her  spotless 
conception.  If  Holy  Church  declared  this  to  be 
a  dogma,  a  tenet  of  our  Faith,  it  was  due  to 
Duns  Scotus  and  to  his  school. 

^'  Now  I  remember,  father,  was  he  not  called 
the  ^  Subtile  Doctor  '  and  on  account  of  his 
love  for  Mary,  the  Doctor  of  Mary  ?  " 

That's  the  case,  precisely.  I  myself  always 
had  a  great  liking  for  the  School  of  Duns  Scotus. 
In  fact,  though  I  read  St.  Thomas,  the  Prince 
of  the  Schools,  and  am  acquainted  with  his 
'  Summa  \  I  follow  nevertheless  the  Scotists, 
the  famous  Franciscan  School.  Father  Francis 
pointed  to  the  book-case  and  showed  the  works 
of  his  favorite  authors  :  Duns  Scotus,  St.  Bona- 
venture,  Frassen,  and  so  forth.  They  are  my 
pastimes,  my  dear,  and  when  you  are  advanced 
enough  to  read  them,  I  shall  send  them  on  to 
you  as  the  one  and  only  treasure  I  hold  sacred 
on  earth.  It  was  Father  Anthony  who  initiated 
me  into  the  secret  treasures  stored  up  in  these 
volumes. 

I  am  greatly  obliged  to  you.  Father,  and 
I  trust  that  one  day,  I  too,  shall  find  my  pleasure 
in  reading  them. 


The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg  153 

You  see  that  picture  of  St.  Francis  ?  the 
good  priest  continued  with  the  pride  of  an  artist 
showing  his  choicest  work.  It  is  a  present 
from  Father  Anthony  for  my  feast  day,  years  ago. 
It  is  a  quaint  old  painting  worth  quite  a  sum  of 
money  and  represents  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  in 
ecstasy,  receiving  the  stigmata,  the  five  wounds 
of  Our  Lord  in  his  body.  You  must  have  read 
about  it  in  the  book  I  lent  you,  and  which  severed 
you  and  me  from  your  father. 

^ 'Never  mind,  dear  father,  if  it  has  been  the 
instrument  of  separating  us,  I  am  sure  it  will  be 
the  means  of  reuniting  us  likewise.  And  now 
I  must  go  back  and  have  a  talk  with  mother  and 
Teresa  ;  else  they'll  find  Christmas  too  lonesome. 
If  I  leave  to-morrow,  I  shall  call  again  to  say 
'  good-bye  But  since  this  year  I  have  not 
received  the  usual  blessing  from  papa,  I  ask  you 
to  make  up  for  it  by  giving  me  yours. 

Hermann  knelt  down  and  the  good  priest 
extended  his  hands  over  him  in  fervent  benedic- 
tion ;  then  raising  him  up  embraced  him  with 
all  the  love  and  affection  that  binds  soul  to  soul 
in  holy  union.  Hermann  had  lost  his  earthly 
father,  and  had  found  a  ghostly  one.  A  few 
moments  later  he  knelt  before  the  Crib  to  thank 
the  Infant  Jesus  for  the  great  Christmas  gift.  It 
had  bestowed  on  him  in  the  fatherly  friendship 
of  good  Father  Francis.  He  knelt  for  some  time 
in  close  conversation  with  God  and  had  not 
noticed  the  two  persons  who  had  entered  the 
church  and  prayed  with  him  and  for  him.  It 
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was  the  Countess  with  Teresa.  They  had  come 
tx)  pray  and  pay  a  visit  to  the  great  Consoler 
of  the  human  heart  in  the  Tabernacle.  When 
Hermann  rose,  they  too  rose  and  left  the  church 
with  him.   The  sleigh  was  waiting  for  them. 

"  Have  you  called  on  Father  Francis,  dears 
Hermann  asked  when  outside,  ^'  to  wish  him 
a  happy  feast  ? 

We  called,  yes,  but  were  told  that  he  had  just 
left  on  a  sick-call,     the  Countess  repHed. 

"  In  that  case  I  propose  a  drive  through  the  . 
forests  and  down  along  the  river.  What  do  you 
say 

That  is  what  we  w^ere  speaking  of  as  we 
came  out,     Teresa  answered  joyfully. 

The  motion  being  carried  unanimously, 
Hermann  said,  seating  himself  and  tucking  the 
warm  fur-rugs  around  mother  and  sister,  we 
shall  greet  Father  Christmas  in  the  parks  and 
in  the  forests.  So  off  we  go. 

And  off  the  sleigh  went  amid  the  joyful  accla- 
mation of  the  numerous  bells  on  the  fine  steeds. 
The  sun  was  declining  far  to  the  W^est  and  threw 
a  golden,  rosy  tint  over  tlie  glittering  snow.  Not 
a  breeze  could  be  felt.  All  nature  seemed  to  be 
hushed  into  deep  respectful  silence,  as  if  afraid 
to  disturb  the  new-born  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 

I  don't  know  why,  but  I  am  so  happy,  that 
I  feel  like  having  a  good  try  at  singing,  Her- 
mann announced  and  before  the  others  had  time 
to  think  whether  or  not,  such  an  indulgence 
would  be  appropriate,  his  voice  rang  through 
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ihe  silent  forest,  beautifully,  harmoniously  : 

See  amid  the  winter  snow 
Born  for  us  on  earth  below 
See  the  tender  Lamb  appears 
Promised  from  eternal  years. 
Hail,  thou  ever  blessed  morn  ; 
Hail,  redemption's  happy  dawn  ; 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem. 

Knowingly  or  not,  the  Countess  and  her 
daughter  had  joined  in  the  chorus,  and  even  the 
two  steeds  seemed  to  understand  ;  for  they 
kept  pace  like  drilled  soldiers  and  beat  time 
with  their  feet  and  the  jingling  bells  as  regularly 
as  the  most  experienced  choir-master.  Thus  they 
glided  through  the  dark  forest,  along  the  half- 
frozen  river  and  back  through  the  parks,  as  the 
sun,  Uke  a  golden  disk,  plunged  behind  the 
mountains,  far,  far  away. 

The  three  were  happy  in  spite  of  their  grief 
as  they  sat  around  a  glowing  fire  in  the  family 
Siting  room  and  Hermann  told  of  his  visit  to 
Father  Francis.  The  moments  seemed  to  pass 
swifter  than  ever  before.  The  hands  on  the  face 
of  the  time-honored  clock  on  the  mantlepiece 
were  hurrying  round  from  hour  to  hour,  and 
pointed  with  a  holy  earnestness  to  the  warning 
inscription  : 

"  Times  flies  ;  do  quickly  what  you  intend  do.' 

Hermann  looked  up  and  sighed. 

"  Well,  it  may  be  a  long  time  before  we  shall 
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be  together  again,  on  a  Christmas  day,  round 
the  fire-place,  he  said,  rising  and  taking  a 
tired  stretch. 

It  may  be,  Teresa  answered,  but  soon- 
er or  later  we  shall  be  once  more  together  here 
in  bliss  and  happiness,  and  feel  that  Christmas 
is  a  day  of  peace. 

I  hope  you  are  a  good  prophet  for  once  in 
your  life,  the  Countess  remarked,  and  that 
that  'once'  may  not  tarry  too  long. 

''Amen,''  Hermann  threw  in,  "and  now 
let  us  be  off  to  bed  and  see  what  to-morrow  will 
bring  us.  Good-night,  mother,  good-night, 
Teresa,  "  he  said,  kissing  them  tenderly,  and 
a  few  moments  later  the  old  Verleburg  was 
wrapped  in  silent  darkness. 


CHAPTER  XV 


A  FRIEND  IN  NEED  IS  A  FRIEND  INDEED  ; 
BUT  SOMEONE  IS  DISAPPOINTED. 

EXT  evening  Hermann  leant  against  the 
window  of  a  first-class  compartment  on 
the  Berlin-Hook  van  Holland  Express  and 
gazed  dreamily  at  the  large,  soft  snowflakes  that 
came  lazily  down  from  the  sad  sky.  It  was 
almost  more  than  evening  twilight.  Anyone 
who  chanced  to  get  a  glimpse  at  him  could  see 
in  a  moment  that  he  was,  if  not  unhappy,  at 
least  very  sad. 

The  parting  from  his  dear  mother  and  sister 
had  been  harder  than  he  had  anticipated.  He 
had  kept  up  his  spirit  to  the  very  last  moment ; 
he  had  been  cheerful  and  encouraging  all  along  ; 
but  it  was  only  exteriorly.  His  heart  seemed  to 
turn  within  him  as  the  old  faithful  butler  bid  him 
good-bye  at  the  entrance  to  the  Hall,  and 
the  sentinel  at  the  arch-gate  gave  him  the  last 
salute.  He  dared  not  look  back  at  the  home  of 
his  youth  and  happiness,  he  might  have  broken 
down  ;  he  had  waited  purposely  till  the  very 
last  to  leave  for  the  station,  so  as  not  to  be 
obliged  to  look  too  often  into  the  loving,  sorrow- 
ful eyes  of  his  mother  and  sister.  Thus  it  hap- 
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pened  that  the  train  was  ah-eady  announced 
in  the  distance,  as  at  full  gallop  he  was  driven 
to  the  station.  The  train  was  waiting  ;  he 
jumped  in  after  a  hasty,  last  embrace,  and  moved 
away  slowly,  then  at  full  speed.  He  could  see 
white  handkerchiefs  wave  and  tears  mounted 
to  his  eyes  and  rolled  down  his  cheeks.  The 
train  had  made  a  curve  and  hid  mother  and  sister 
from  his  sight.  But  there  he  saw,  at  some  dis- 
tance behind.  Prince,  his  faithful  and  continual 
hunting  companion,  trying  hard  to  run  a  race 
with  the  express  and  keep  close  to  his  master. 
Poor  dog,  he,  too,  seemed  to  feel  that  Hermann 
was  going  on  a  very  extraordinary  journey, 
for  it  was  the  first  time  he  had  been  left  behind. 

It  is  very  strange,  yet  none  the  less  true; 
how  unreasoning  animals  will  sometimes  affect 
us  by  their  attachment  more  than  our  friends. 
They  bring  home  to  us  with  extraordinary 
force,  how  cruel  it  must  be  to  break  the  bonds 
of  affection,  which  bind  together  loving  hearts. 
Animals  give  all  their  affection  and  show  it  ; 
generous  hearts  give  a  great  deal,  but  keep 
the  most  to  live  on  in  the  absence  of  the  loved 
ones,  and  suffer  separation  with  calm  and  resig- 
nation. 

At  the  sight  of  poor  Prince  ,  Hermann 
gave  way  to  his  feelings  and  wept  bitterly  and 
long.  He  was  all  by  himself  and  this  solitude 
suited  him  well  ;  it  was  in  tune  with  his  thoughts. 
And  his  thoughts  were  as  disconnected  as  the 
snowflakes  outside,  at  one  moment  he  was 
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thinking  of  papa  and  the  effect  the  little  note  of 
farewell,  which  he  had  left  for  him  in  the  library^ 
would  produce.  At  another  he  was  wonderingj. 
why  on  earth  William  had  not  come  back  at  all 
for  Christmas,  He  could  have  come,  if  he  had 
wanted  to,  that  he  knew.  Why  did  he  not 
answer  the  last  letter  he  had  sent  to  him  ?  Could 
he  be  siding  with  papa  ?  Had  papa  perhaps 
incited  William  to  act  like  that  ?  Why  had 
he  not  even  come  to  the  train,  as  it  passed 
through  Hornstein  ? 

These  were  questions  that  crossed  his  mind, 
but  to  which  he  could  not  find  any  satisfactory 
answer.  They  tormented  him.  He  looked  auto- 
matically through  the  window,  though  he  could 
not  discern  anything  outside.  It  was  quite  dark 
and  this  darkness  spread  over  his  soul.  He  had 
never  once  doubted  his  vocation  to  the  priest- 
hood.  It  had  been  as  clear  and  evident  to  him 
as  that  two  and  two  make  four.  But  now  that 
he  had  cast  the  die,  that  he  had  cut  off  ever^^ 
human  help  and  resource,  and  found  himself  like 
an  adventurer  on  a  journey  into  unknown  regions 
of  life,  doubts  began  to  crowd  upon  him. 

Was  it  after  all  his  vocation  to  be  a  priest  ? 
Supposing  he  did  not  succeed  ?  Was  it  perhaps 
but  a  vain  illusion  ?  Had  papa  after  all  taken 
the  right  way  and  treated  him  as  he  deserved  ? 
Was  he  justified  in  following  his  inclination  with 
the  certainty  of  making  his  whole  family  un- 
happy ? 

Thousands  of  doubts  arose  in  his  mind,  doubts 
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of  which  he  had  never  thought  before  and  which 
seemed  to  him  to  be  almost  truths.  He  was  very 
near  making  up  his  mind  to  go  back  and  have 
another  talk  with  Father  Francis. 

Oh,  it  is  of  no  use  anyhow,  he  groaned 
and  drew  his  hand  across  his  forehead  as  if  to 
dispel  the  troublesome  thoughts  which  lodged 
themselves  so  desperately  behind  it.  He  stood 
up,  lit  a  cigar  and  opened  his  hand-bag.  It  was 
the  letter  from  Agnes  that  first  met  his  eyes.  He 
took  it  out  and  read  it  half  aloud  to  himself  : 

Dear  Hermann  : 

The  sad  news  of  your  letter  does  not  sur- 
prise but  grieves  me.  Had  my  step-mother,  the 
Countess  of  Churchborough,  been  able  to  inflict 
on  me  a  similar  punishment,  I  should  have  un- 
dergone the  same  long  ago  ;  but  the  law  protects 
me  and  my  possessions  will  remain  untouched, 
whatever  I  may  decide  to  do.  Of  course  papa 
would  never  allow  of  it  either. 
1^^'  I  spoke  to  him  about  your  hard  trial  and 
he  was  really  angry  at  your  father  for  treating 
you  in  such  an  unfatherly  way,  bhnded  by 
worldly  views.  You  are  welcome  to  stay  with 
us.  You  will  find  in  papa  more  than  a  friend,  I 
can  assure  you. 

In  case  I  should  have  no  opportunity  of 
giving  you  a  verbal  message  I  will  set  down  here 
on  paper  what  I  want  you  to  do. 

You  must  have  recourse  to  me  in  all  your 
financial  needs.  I  look  upon  you  as  my  brother. 
What  I  have  is  yours,  remember  that.  You  know 


The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 


161 


that  I  shall  soon  go  into  the  cloister.  I  do  not 
need  half  of  what  I  can  call  my  own  and  I  do 
not  think  I  can  spend  my  money  more  profitably 
than  in  helping  you  to  become  a  priest.  Some 
Saint  said  :  ^  He  who  builds  a  cathedral  does 
much  ;  he  who  erects  an  altar,  does  more  ;  but 
he  who  helps  in  the  education  of  priests  for  Holy 
Church,  does  the  greatest  work.  '  So  you  must 
not  object  to  making  use  of  my  money. 

"  I  am  almost  afraid  to  ask  you  to  be  coura- 
geous in  your  present  difficult  situation.  You  do 
not  need  my  encouragement,  I  know  ;  but  some- 
times our  heart  gives  way  in  spite  of  us,  and  that 
in  moments,  in  which  we  expected  to  be  strong- 
est ;  at  least  that  is  my  experience.  If  that 
would  turn  out  to  be  the  case  with  3^ou  likewise, 
I  ask  you  to  be  manful  and  courageous  and  trust 
in  God^s  love  and  help. 

I  hope  you  and  your  dear  mother  and  sister 
will  not  feel  the  parting  too  keenly  ;  but  that 
God  will  give  you  all  strength  to  bear  the  cross 
patiently  out  of  love  for  Jesus,  who  out  of  love 
for  us  allowed  the  brutal  soldiers  to  tear  His 
Blessed  Mother  forcibly  away  from  Him  on  His 
road  to  Calvary. 

And  now,  dear  Hermann,  I  will  recommend 
you  to  our  conamon  Father  in  Heaven,  that  He 
may  watch  over  you  and  guide  you  safely  again 
to 

^'  Your  friends  at  Churchborough,  where  you 
are  welcome. 

Agnes.  " 

12 
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This  letter,  full  of  sisterly  sympathy  and  affec- 
tion,  had  been  a  great  comfort  to  the  Countess, 
Teresa  and  Hermann.  They  were  all  convinced 
that  a  new  hospitable  home  was  open  in  a  for- 
eign land  ;  that  all  his  needs  would  be  supplied. 
Hermann  felt  encouraged  as  he  read  it  again  in 
the  train.  His  doubts  had  disappeared.  He  was 
himself  again.  He  threw  himself  upon  the  sofa 
and  placidly  puffed  at  his  cigar,  blew  the  smoke 
in  beautiful  rings.  Each  ring  gave  him  new  bliss 
and  freedom  and  seemed  to  break  the  horrible 
fetters,  which  a  few  moments  ago  had  almost 
pulled  him  back  to  Verleburg. 

The  cigar  was  well  used  ;  he  threw  the  end 
into  the  ash-pit.  His  watch  pointed  to  eight. 
There  was  time  for  a  little  snooze,  for  the  train 
was  due  in  the  "  Hook  van  Holland  at 
ten  thirty  only.  He  made  himself  comfortable 
on  the  sofa  and  shortly  after  was  again  in  the 
high-roofed  halls  of  his  father  with  his  mother 
and  Teresa,  or  on  the  trim  carpet  of  grass,  amid 
the  brilliant  flower  beds  framed  by  the  lancet 
windows.  Then  he  would  find  himself  in  a  diffe- 
rent place,  where  ivy-mantled  towers,  time-hono- 
red ruins  and  sweet  lilac-bushes  enchanted  his 
poetic  soul.  And  above  all  this  the  beautiful, 
graceful  figure  of  Agnes  would  come  persis- 
tently before  his  mental  vision,  joyous  and  bright 
as  he  had  seen  her,  thoughtful  as  when  they  had 
conversed  about  their  choice  of  life. 

^'  All  change  —  all  change,  "  echoed  the  sten- 
torian voice  of  the  conductor  through  the  long 
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train  and  aroused  Hermann  from  his  beautiful 
dream.  A  very  obsequious  porter  grasped  his 
vahses  and  preceded  him  to  the  "  Dresden " 
waiting  majestically  along  the  quay.  Hermann 
had  his  cabin  reserved,  and  without  even  look- 
ing at  the  boat  or  his  fellow-travellers  went  oS 
to  bed  and  slept  soundly. 

Quite  refreshed  by  his  night's  rest,  Hermann 
took  the  Liverpool  Express "  early  iil  the 
morning.  The  route  was  the  same  as  before  and 
consequently  known  to  him,  but  everything 
looked  brighter  than  the  last  time.  The  sun  had 
risen  gloriously  and  a  gentle  warm  breeze 
moved  the  branches  and  tops  of  the  naked  trees, 
as  if  to  awake  them  already  from  their  wintry 
inactivity  to  spring  life.  There  was  no  snow  on 
the  ground  as  at  home  across  the  North  Sea  ; 
white  mist  hung  over  the  rivers,  and  numerous 
heifers  grazed  on  the  enclosed  meadows.  It 
was  a  new  life  for  Hermann  and  he  sighed  with 
relief.  Swiftly  the  locomotive  sped  along  from 
one  town  to  another  until  at  last  the  lofty  spires 
of  ^^X''  welcomed  Hermann  from  afar  a  second 
time. 

The  Earl  of  Churchborough  and  Agnes  were 
awaiting  him  at  the  station  and  received  him  as 
an  unjustly  treated  son  and  brother. 

You  are  welcome,  heartily  welcome,  dear 
Hermann, the  Earl  said  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  as  they  were  sitting  in  the  comfortable 
carriage  and  rolled  over  the  same  road  as  four 
months  before.     You  must  consider  yourself 
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as  belonging  to  the  family,  you  understand  ? 
And  as  long  as  I  am  master  of  Churchborough, 
and  have  one  loaf  of  bread  left,  I  shall  divide  it 
with  you. 

Hermann  tried  to  thank  him,  but  could  not. 
This  kind  reception  at  the  hands  of  one  who  was 
almost  a  stranger  was  overpowering.  He  took 
the  hand  of  his  paternal  benefactor,  pressed  it 
to  his  lips  and  bedewed  it  with  grateful  tears. 

Agnes  could  not  say  much  either.  But  her 
compassionate  looks  spoke  more  eloquently  than 
words  could  have  done. 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  welcome,  the  Earl  con- 
tinued. It  is  useless  to  try  to  understand  your 
father^s  foolish  ways.  But,  good  heavens,  I 
cannot  see  for  the  life  of  me,  how  anyone  brought 
up  in  the  Catholic  religion,  and  with  a  world- 
wide experience  as  he  has,  could  for  a  moment 
think  of  preventing  a  young  man  from  embrac- 
ing such  a  beautiful  career  as  that  of  a  priest. 
I  do  not  think  it  possible  to  side  with  him  even 
if  I  was  still  a  Protestant.  In  fact,  it  was  Agnes* 
decision  to  leave  the  world  and  be  a  nun  that 
brought  about  my  conversion  and  I  would  rather 
have  sacrified  fortune,  health  and  life  than  to 
attempt  by  my  influence,  direct  or  indirect,  to 
clip  the  wings  of  her  soul,  desirous  of  giving 
herself  to  God.  No  !  no  !  I  have  been  a  great 
friend  of  your  father,  but  this  dastardly,  cruel 
behavior  towards  you,  has  extinguished  in  my 
heart  every  friendly  feehng  for  him. 

Dear  Sir,  do  not  be  too  hard  on  papa,  " 
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Hermann  entreated.  "  I  understand  how  my 
decision  must  have  cut  him  to  the  heart.  Oh  ! 
I  see  how  much  he  is  disappointed  in  me.  He 
loved  me  so  much  !  Do  not  break  off  the  friend- 
ship which  exists  between  you  two.  Perhaps, 
who  knows,  you  may  be  the  means  to  make  him 
reaUze  this. 

That's  true,  papa,  your  influence  may  be 
the  means  of  changing  his  sentiments,  Agnes 
said  in  her  most  compassionate  way.  But 
never  mind  the  colonel  just  now.  We  shall  do 
our  very  best  to  make  you  realize  your  desire,  " 
she  added  turning  her  gentle  yet  determined 
eyes  upon  Hermann. 

Soon  the  carriage  stopped  in  front  of  the  Hall. 
The  Countess,  not  knowing  the  reason  of  Her- 
mann's speedy  return,  welcomed  him  with  the 
secret  desire  of  seeing  him  leave  soon  with 
Agnes  as  his  wife. 

Hermann  was  as  much  at  home  at  Church- 
borough  as  if  he  had  been  born  and  bred  there. 
He  was  the  constant  companion  of  Agnes  on 
her  charitable  visits,  the  great  friend  of  the  Earl 
who  looked  upon  him  as  his  own  son,  and  treated 
him  with  a  certain  amount  of  reverence  as  a 
future  priest. 

Father  Willens,  to  whom  good  Father  Francis 
had  written,  was  very  pleased  indeed  to  help 
Hermann  in  his  Latin,  Greek  and  the  rest.  For 
hours  and  hours  the  two  would  bend  over  the  au- 
thors of  antiquity  and  with  real  delight  savored 
the  master-pieces  of  ancient  literature.  Virgil, 
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Horace,  Cicero,  Homer,  Demosthenes,  Thucy- 
dides,  Plutarch,  were  analyzed,  examined  and 
devoured.  Before  it  was  realized,  two  long  years 
had  passed  and  the  learning  of  Father  Willens 
had  become  the  property  of  Hermann  likewise. 
He  was  a  scholar. 

Much  as  I  find  pleasure  in  having  you  with 
me,  Father  Willens  one  day  said  to  his  dis- 
ciple as  they  sat  together  on  a  bench  beneath 
the  far-spreading  branches  of  the  mighty  fire-tree 
in  front  of  the  presbytery.  I  think  the  time 
has  come  for  you  take  up  philosophy  and  theo- 
logy. It  would  be,  in  my  estimation,  a  waste 
of  time  to  spend  your  hours  with  pagan  authors 
exclusively.  " 

If  you  think,  Father,  that  I  am  strong 
enough  in  the  classics,  in  Latin  above  all,  I  shall 
abide  by  your  decision,  though  I  shall  find  it 
hard  to  separate  myself  from  you,  who  have 
done  so  much  for  me.  I  am  sure,  if  God  gives  me 
^he  grace  to  offer  up  holy  Mass,  I  shall  always 
have  a  special  memento  for  you. 

That  is  all  I  shall  ever  expect  from  you,  dear 
Hermann.  But  now  what  do  you  think  would 
be  the  best  place  for  you  ?  Have  you  ever  given 
a  thought  to  that  ?  You  know  priests  are  needed 
in  every  diocese  in  England.  I  am  sure  any 
bishop  will  be  pleased  to  receive  you  into  the 
Seminary  for  the  higher  studies. 

1  have  never  given  a  thought  to  that  sub- 
ject, Hermann  admitted  frankly.  I  should 
think  that  you.  Father,  would  be  able  to 
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decide  for  me.    What  would  you  suggest  ? 

Have  you  ever  been  to  London  ? the 
priest  asked  suddently. 

Well,  yes,  I  have  been  there  several  times 
with  my  parents  on  a  visit.  I  have  seen  much, 
but  everything  would  be  new  for  me  by  this 
time. 

Well,  then,  I  suggest  that  you  should  go 
to  London  for  a  few  days.  Visit  everything  of 
historic  interest  and  then  call  on  the  Archbishop 
of  Westminster.  I  will  write  to  him  about  you 
and  then  he  can  see  for  himself  what  you  are 
like,''  Father  Willens  concluded  playfully.  "A 
little  rest  will  do  you  good  in  any  case. '' 

And  so  it  was  decided.  Hermann  got  every- 
thing ready  for  the  jom*ney  and  in  less  than  a 
week  he  said  good-bye  to  his  kind  professor  and 
the  old  Earl  of  Churchborough  who  had  been 
a  second  father  to  him. 

It  was  not  hard  for  Hermann  to  take  leave 
of  the  Hall.  The  sweet  voice  of  Agnes  was  not 
heard  anymore  ;  her  pathetic,  kind  face  had 
disappeared  for  ever  from  those  charming  scenes. 
She  had  kept  her  word  and  joined  a  Congrega- 
tion of  Sisters  a  year  ago  and  was  spending  her 
life  in  the  service  of  the  sick  and  the  poor.  She 
had  drawn  up  her  will,  which  set  aside  a  sum, 
sufficient  for  Hermann's  complete  clerical  edu- 
cation. The  rest  was  divided  between  different 
institutions  of  charity. 

The  entrance  of  Agnes  destroyed  for  ever  the 
hope  of  the  Countess  and  in  her  resentment  at 
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this  "unprincipled  conduct  of  her  step-daugh- 
ter treated  Hermann  almost  with  contempt  for 
not  having  been  alert  enough  to  gain  the  hand 
of  Agnes. 

In  consequence  of  which,  Hermann  had 
transferred  his  domicile  to  the  presbytery,  where 
he  was  the  welcome  guest  of  the  priest. 

All  this  taken  into  due  consideration,  it  was, 
as  Father  Willens  had  styled  it,  time  for  Her- 
mann to  leave.  And  this  he  did  on  the  fourteenth 
day  of  September,  18  — ,  by  the  "Edinburgh- 
London  Express  "  just  after  the  postman  had 
handed  him  a  letter  from  Teresa. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


A  LETTER  CAUSES  A  BATTLE,  WHICH 
THE  HERO  WINS. 

ERE  I  am  again,  Hermann  said  addres- 
sing himself  to  the  luxurious,  red-plushed 
covered  sofa  in  the  first-class  compartment  on 
the  '^Midland-Express''  —  here  I  am  again," 
he  repeated,  taking  ofif  his  overcoat  and  sus- 
pending it  on  the  hook  in  the  corner,  and  then 
sat  down.  The  weather  was  and  had  been  ideal 
for  the  last  three  weeks.  The  plentiful  harvest 
was  over  ;  the  hay  had  been  stacked  long  ago 
and  the  rich  fields  yielded  abundant  provisions 
of  golden  grain  for  the  year  to  come. 

Hermann  looked  at  the  successive  vistas 
which  opened  upon  his  view  in  enchanting  varie- 
ty. The  gorgeous  summer  verdure  indeed  had 
passed  away,  but  it  was  only  to  leave  new  charms 
in  the  masterly  garb  of  autumn,  mellowed  by 
the  slanting  rays  of  the  western  sun. 
''  Tickets,  please.  '' 

It  was  the  conductor,  who  interrupted  thus 
the  happy  contemplation  of  the  traveller.  The 
ticket  was  resting  in  the  pocket  of  the  overcoat 
with  the  letter  from  Teresa. 

I  almost  forgot, ''  Hermann  said  to  himself, 
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thinking  of  the  letter.     That's  all  right,  sir, 
the  good-natured*  looking  official  replied  and 
then  disappeared. 

Now  let  me  see  what  news  there  is  this  time 
from  Teresa  and  the  folks  at  home  —  open- 
ing the  letter.  Bless  my  soul  !  that  is  a  whole 
volume,  one,  two,  three,  four,  five  sheets  !  Tere- 
sa must  have  a  lot  to  say,  he  mused,  and  he 
was  right. 

The  letter  contained  news,  which  was  indeed, 
old,  old  news  to  the  writer,  but  unknown  and 
therefore  real  news  for  Hermann,  the  receiver. 
It  contained  all  the  sad  events  that  had  taken 
place  during  the  almost  three  years  of  absence. 
Letters  came  regularly  from  mother  and  Teresa, 
always  with  good,  cheerful  news.  The  colonel 
was  never  much  written  about,  nor  did  he  write, 
though  Hermann  never  forgot  to  send  a  special 
word  of  affection  for  him  in  every  letter  he  wrote 
home.  The  present  letter,  however,  treated 
almost  exclusively  about  the  colonel  and  told  the 
history  of  the  last  years  at  the  Verleburg.  It 
read  as  follows  : 

Ems,  September  the  8th,  18 — . 
Dearest  Hermann  : 

Mamma  and  I  find  it  beyond  our  strength  to 
keep  up  the  mask  of  happiness  we  have  worn  for 
the  last  three  years  when  writing  to  you.  You 
must  and  will  forgive  us,  for  not  telling  you 
everything  just  as  it  has  been  all  along  ;  you 
will  know  that  we  did  it  in  order  not  to  make 
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you  sufiFer  still  more  on  account  of  things  you 
could  not  have  changed  by  being  acquainted  with 
them.  This  was  the  advice  of  good  Father  Fran- 
cis, who  has  been  very  kind  to  us,  and  who  has 
visited  us  and  papa,  too,  many  a  time,  almost 
every  day  since  you  left.  But  now  mamma  and 
Father  Francis  think  it  best  to  let  you  know  the 
plain  facts. 

As  you  have  noticed,  we  are  in  Ems,  by  order 
of  the  doctors,  to  find  some  relief  for  papa.  He 
has  not  been  well  since  his  return  a  few  days 
after  your  departure.  In  fact,  we  found  him  on 
the  very  evening  of  his  return  in  the  library, 
groaning  and  sighing,  but  motionless,  in  the 
big  arm-chair.  In  each  hand  he  held  a  piece  of 
paper  ;  it  was  the  letter  you  had  left  for  him  ; 
he  had  torn  it  in  two  pieces.  We  sent  at  once 
for  the  doctor,  and  he  declared  that  papa  must 
have  had  a  terrible  shock  to  be  almost  completely 
paralyzed.  Papa  was  put  at  once  to  bed  in  a  state 
of  unconsciousness  and  for  several  days  wavered 
between  life  and  death.  At  last  he  began  to 
mutter  a  few  words  and  gradually  was  able  to 
speak.  But,  dear,  do  not  be  hurt,  the  words 
were  always  the  same  for  a  long  time  :  "  my 
consent,  —  never,  no,  never''.  It  was  all  he 
could  say.  We  tried  to  speak  to  him,  but  he  evi- 
dently did  not  understand  us  ;  it  was  always 
the  same  answer,  "no,  never". 

Months  passed  almost  without  any  visible 
sign  of  improvement,  but  now,  after  two  years 
of  skillfxil  treatment  and  care,  he  is  able  to  be 
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up  and  walk  about.  He  has  again  the  full  use 
of  his  body,  though  he  seems  to  be  weak  yet, 
but  his  mind  is  not  clear,  and  that  afflicts  us  the 
most.  His  memory  has  left  him  completely  ; 
everything  has  disappeared  from  his  mind  and 
most  of  the  time  he  does  not  recognize  mother 
and  me. 

We  have  travelled  through  the  Black-forests 
along  the  Rhine  ;  we  have  visited  every  place 
doctors  could  think  of,  and  now  we  are  again 
in  Ems.  It  seems  that  this  beautiful  place  at- 
tracts him  the  most  and  suits  him  the  best. 

Mamma  and  I  take  care  of  him  in  turn  though 
I  try  to  get  the  most  of  him.  Unless  I  am  greatly 
mistaken,  I  think  papa  has  improved  conside- 
rably. I  am  able  to  converse  with  him  for  a  few 
moments,  during  which  he  seems  to  grasp  what 
I  say.  But  his  final  words  are  always  the  same, 
"  yes,  yes,  that  is  quite  true,  but  my  consent, 
never.  " 

Oh  !  these  words  pierce  my  heart  through 
and  through.  It  is  a  frightful  thought  that  comes 
into  my  mind  every  time  I  hear  them.  But  I 
cannot  believe  that  God  would  punish  papa, 
who  meant  so  well,  in  a  hopeless  way. 

At  any  rate,  the  doctors  seem  to  have  hope  for 
his  complete  recovery  ;  but  it  may  take  years 
and  a  —  counter-shock.  But  papa  is  no  longer 
young,  and  the  future  does  not  look  bright  to 
me,  nor  encouraging.  I  shall,  however,  keep 
to  papa  and  do  all  I  can  for  him,  and  then  trust 
in  God. 
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We  would  have  told  you  all  this  right  from  the 
beginning.  But  as  there  was  no  danger  after 
a  few  days,  and  since  the  knowledge  of  this  sad 
accident  would  but  have  weighed  heavily  upon 
you,  the  doctors,  as  also  Father  Francis,  thought 
it  advisable  to  keep  it  as  much  as  possible  secret. 

We  would  have  liked  to  ask  you  to  come  back, 
but  werfe  dissuaded  from  thus  by  the  doctors. 
They  think  your  presence  might  make  him  worse, 
unless  perhaps  you  were  to  tell  him  that  you 
would  do  as  he  told  you  and  be  a  soldier.  Of 
course,  that  is  hardly  possible,  but  the  doctors 
claim  this  might  bring  about  his  cure. 

Oh  !  it  is  hard  and  sad  to  see  papa  in  this 
state.  He  is  like  a  child  in  his  way  of  thinking 
and  speaking.  I  have  been  praying  hard  for 
him  and  so  has  poor  mother,  that  God  might 
cure  him  and  make  us  happy  again.  Mother  has 
been  a  perfect  model  of  patience  and  resignation 
all  this  long,  weary  time.  All  the  same,  this 
heavy  trial  begins  to  tell  on  her. 

There  is  something  else  I  must  tell  you  ;  it  is 
about  William.  Papa  had  gone  to  see  him  the 
last  Christmas  you  were  at  home.  Since  then, 
WiUiam  has  the  same  views  as  papa  with  regard 
to  your  choice.  You  know  what  that  means  ? 
He  is  not  so  good  as  he  used  to  be.  He  was  pro- 
moted to  the  rank  of  Major  about  a  year  ago  ; 
but  this  mihtary  success  seems  to  have  stifled 
his  religious  feelings.  Captain  Weyers  has  been 
transferred  to  another  division,  and  WiUiam 
does  not  like  the  new  Chaplain.   Any  excuse  is 
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better  than  none,  I  think.  So  you  see,  mamma 
has  quite  a  bit  to  worry  over  ;  but  she  never 
loses  confidence  in  God. 

Well,  dear  Hermann,  think  of  our  sad  afflic- 
tion, and  if  you  could  come  back,  it  would  be  a 
great  pleasure  and  consolation  for  mamma  and 
for  me.  Of  course  I  do  not  mean  that  you  should 
give  up  your  vocation  ;  God  forbid,  but  just  a 
visit.  It  would  be  nice.  At  all  events  let  us 
be  united  in  our  mutual  prayers  and  trust  un- 
flinchingly in  God. 

With  best  love  from  Mamma  and  your  affec- 
tionate sister, 

Teresa. 

P.  S.  I  wonder  where  poor  Louis  is  wander- 
ing about  and  what  he  is  doing.  I  never  heard 
from  him  since  the  letter  he  wrote  years  ago. 
I  cannot  help  thinking  of  him  and  praying  for 
him.  If  ever  you  were  to  find  him,  or  hear  of 
his  whereabouts,  will  you  go  and  meet  him 
kindly  as  if  nothing  had  happened  between  you 
two,  and  assure  him  that  I  have  pardoned  him 
everything  long  ago  ?  I  know  you  will  do  this 
if  you  get  the  chance  ;  I  thank  you  for  it  before- 
hand. 

Good-bye  and  love  from 

Teresa. 

This  was  a  revelation  to  Hermann  and  came 
like  a  thunderbolt  from  the  blue  sky.  He  read 
the  long  epistle  again  and  again  ;  but  his  soul 
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was  not  there.  His  face  was  as  pale  as  a  corpse  ; 
his  fingers  clasped  tightly  the  sheets  of  paper. 
He  sat  erect  but  motionless  in  the  corner  on  the 
sofa.  In  his  soul  raged  a  battle  for  the  life  or 
death  of  his  vocation,  a  battle  in  which  his  daunt- 
less will  of  many  years,  to  be  a  priest,  was  verg- 
ing on  the  brink  of  complete  discouragement. 
A  temptation  so  violent  and  persisting,  that  it 
carried  his  whole  being  along,  as  a  whirlwind 
sweeps  away  the  dry  dust  and  withered  autumn 
leaves,  the  temptation  of  finding  God  a  cruel 
Master,  who  takes  delight  in  teasing,  tantalising^ 
torturing  souls  that  wish  to  serve  Him. 

"  God  tries  me  too  harshly,  he  thought 
within  himself.  I  have  given  up  all  to  follow 
him,  I  have  suffered  more  than  I  can  ever  reveal; 
I  have  broken  away  from  every  human  attach- 
ment holy  and  legitimate  ;  I  have  crushed  every 
desire  of  worldly  honors,  I  am  ready  to  suffer 
even  a  thousand  times  more,  as  long  as  it  is  I 
myself  alone  who  suffers  and  no  one  else  is 
involved.  But  I  cannot  see  others,  and  especially 
my  dear  father. —  here  his  rigidity  began  to 
dissolve  and  hot  tears  sprang  from  his  eyes  — 
*'  obliged  to  suffer  with  me,  nay,  on  account 
of  me.  That  is  too  much  asked  of  me.  There  is 
a  limit  to  everything.  " 

He  read  the  passage  again:  '^They  (the  doc- 
tors) think  your  presence  might  make  him  worse; 
unless,  perhaps,  you  were  to  come  and  tell  him 
that  you  will  do  as  he  told  you  —  be  a  soldier." 

"  If  that  means  that  I  can  save  papa  by 
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giving  up  my  vocation,  or  my  idea,  whatever 
it  may  be,  I  think  I  will  do  it.  I  think  I  am  even 
obUged  to  do  it.  God  cannot  demand  of  me  such 
B.  ^crifice  ;  no  ;  He  cannot. 

Give  up  your  ideas  and  go  home, whis- 
pered a  voice  to  his  heart. 

Oh,  for  a  good  talk  with  Father  Willens 
or  Father  Francis, he  sighed  almost  in  despair. 

Do  an  act  of  heroic  charity  ;  give  up  your 
desire  and  follow  that  of  your  parents,  insisted 
the  voice. 

Of  course  I  do  not  mean  that  you  should 
give  up  your  vocation  ;  no,  God  forbid,  but 
just  a  visit,  answered  the  gentle  voice  of  Teresa 
from  the  letter. 

Thank  you,  dear  Teresa,  Hermann  said 
folding  the  letter,  and  taking  from  the  hand-bag 
a  time-table. 

That  is  what  I  shall  do.  1^11  go  for  a  visit. 
Let  me  see  how  I  can  manage  it. 

The  train  stopped  with  a  jerk. 

Hermann  looked  out.  Yes,  it  was  Harwich. 
He  got  ojff  with  numerous  other  passengers  for 
the  continent.  It  was  half  past  nine,  and  the 
boat  did  not  leave  before  an  hour  or  so.  He  pro- 
cured his  ticket  for  the  Dresden^  the  self- 
same boat  which  had  carried  him  to  England 
more  than  two  years  ago,  and  which  was  rocking 
impatiently  on  the  swelling  sea. 

As  there  was  still  plenty  of  time,  Hermann 
decided  to  take  some  refreshments,  which,  how- 
ever, he  left  untouched  as  the  waiter  had  present- 
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ed  them.  The  night  was  beautiful.  The  moon 
had  risen  and  stood  calm,  peaceful  in  silvery 
dignity  on  the  dark  blue  sky.  A  gentle  breeze 
came  across  the  waves  from  the  south,  from  Ger- 
many. Hermann  left  the  refreshment-room  and 
strolled  leisurely  long  the  beach.  The  soft,  mo- 
notonous lapping  of  the  sea  against  the  Dres- 
den and  the  huge  barges,  or  the  shouts  and 
laughter  and  uproarious  singing  from  some 
belated  pleasure-boat,  ploughing  its  swift  pas- 
sage to  the  pier,  did  not  affect  him  in  the  least. 
He  gazed  at  the  light  craft  as  they  rocked  in  the 
waves  which  the  paddles  had  brought  to  life  ;  at 
the  chain  of  lamps  along  the  platforms  ;  he 
listened  to  the  chimes  from  different  spires  as 
the  time  slipped  away,  but  none  of  these  sights 
or  sounds  became  his  own. 

The  battle  within  him  had,  indeed,  become 
more  distant,  less  dangerous,  but  was  by  no 
means  ended.  A  soldier,  actually  exposed  to  the 
murderous  fire  of  the  enemy,  and  figthing  des- 
perately for  his  ground,  is  not  in  position  to 
judge  whether  he  wins  or  losses  ;  whereas  the 
commander,  surveying  the  operations  from  the 
distance  through  his  field-glasses,  easily  forms 
alright  judgment  of  the  situation. 

It  was  the  same  with  Hermann.  When  the 
panorama  of  aU  the  unhappiness  of  his  family 
presented  itself  to  him  in  its  real  light  and  color, 
and  with  its  hideousness  chased  his  calm  self- 
possession  to  the  winds,  he  had  taken  a  hasty 
decision,  which^assumed  a  different  aspect  as 
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he  walked  along  the  quiet  beach,  trying  to  recons- 
truct in  his  mind  the  various  scenes  at  Verleburg. 

I  cannot  do  anything  for  papa  ;  that  is  about 
certain.  My  presence  may  do  good  ;  but  may 
do  still  more  harm.  It  might  destroy  and  reduce 
to  nothing  the  results  obtained  by  the  doctors. 
He  is  improving,  Teresa  says  so.  Why  not  wait 
and  see  how  things  will  turn  out  ?  His  health 
is  strong,  strong  as  ever.  There  is  no  danger 
for  the  moment.  That  with  regard  to  papa  — 
now  for  the  rest,  my  visit  would  be  a  pleasure 
for  mamma  and  Teresa  and  for  me.  Oh  !  only 
God  knows  how  I  would  enjoy  that.  But  what  of 
the  parting,  the  separation  after  it  ?  If  it  should 
be  as  hard  as  the  last  time,  I  would  rather  — 
Ding-ding-ding — the  Dresden  was  about  to 
depart  and  sent  the  last  signal  just  faintly  reach- 
ing the  ears  of  Hermann.  He  had  gone  farther 
than  he  had  intended.  He  espied  a  cab  at  the 
crossing  of  the  next  street  and  beckoned  the 
driver  who  at  once  set  his  vehicule  in  motion 
and  came  up. 

^To  the  boat,  Sir  ?  " 
Yes. 

They  rolled  along  until  Hermann  tapped  at 
the  little  window. 
Hello,  Sir  ? 

Drive  me  to  the  hotel.  " 

Alright,  Sir. 
But  the  cabman  made  some  very  funny 
remarks  to  himself  which,  however,  did  not 
reach  the  ears  of  Hermann. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


NEGOTIATIONS  FOR  PEACE  BEGIN  IN  A  DREAM, 
AND    CONTINUE    IN    BROAD  DAY-LIGHT. 

HE  clear  voice  of  a  bell  from  a  neighboring 
spire  aroused  Hermann  from  a  sound 
sleep.  The  joyful  morning  sun  was  smiling  its 
best  through  the  bay-window  and  inviting  him 
to  come  out  into  the  fresh  air.  For  a  moment  he 
could  not  make  out  where  he  was.  So  many 
things  had  happened  to  him  during  the  preced- 
ing days  and  taken  possession  of  his  mind,  that 
he  was  at  a  loss  as  to  which  had  obtained  the 
upper  hand.  He  was  not  on  the  train,  nor  on 
the  boat  ;  the  room  belonged  neither  to  Church- 
borough  Hall,  nor  to  the  presbytery,  nor  to  the 
manor-house  of  Verleburg.  But  the  bell,  con- 
tinuing its  early  morning  call,  succeeded  at  last 
in  driving  away  the  sleepy  spell  from  his  mind 
and  from  his  eyes,  and  thus  Hermann  duly  lo- 
cated himself  as  being  at  the  hotel  in  Harwich. 
He  got  up  and  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  seven 
o^clock. 

That  is  about  time   to  be  up,  anyhow 
he  told  himself  and  thereupon  began  to  dress. 

It^s  very  funny  to  dream  of  a  Saint  in  a 
place  like  this, he  mused,  looking  around  the 
room,  whose  four  walls  were  decorated  with 
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very  worldly  pictures  and  paintings.  ^'  IVs  very 
queer,  and  then  to  dream  of  St.  Anthony  sur- 
rounded by  hundreds  of  burning  candles  as  I 
never  saw  him  before  ;  very  funny.  Yet  it  was 
nice,  and  would  to  God  it  was  true  what  he  said  : 
Confidence,  your  battles  are  finished.  Or  is  it," 
perhaps,  the  other  way  about  ?  dreams  go  by 
contraries,  they  say. 

He  had  finished  a  good,  clean  shave,  went  over 
to  the  bell  and  rang  for  the  waiter. 
Yes,  Sir.  " 

Could  you  tell  me,  to  which  church  that 
bell  belongs,  which  was  ringing  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  ago  ?  " 

Yes,  sir,  that^ll  be  the  papist  church.  That 
blessed  thing  keeps  bothering  honest  sleepers 
every  morning.  If  ever  I  become  mayor  of  this 
here  town  —  which  is  not  very  likely  —  I 
shall  try  to  stop  it,  111  promise  you.  Sir.  " 

Are  there  many  Cathohcs  here.  I  suppose 
that  is  what  you  mean  by  papists  ? 

Well  —  a  —  yes,  Sir,  quite  a  bunch  of 
them,  considering.  They  have  service  every  day  ; 
they  at  least  have  built  their  church  for  some- 
thing. " 

How  far  is  it  from  here  to  the  church  ?  " 

Oh  !  about  ten  minutes  "  —  pulling  out 
his  watch  as  if  the  distance  were  marked  on  it, 
^^?are  you  perhaps  a  pa — -ahem — a  Catholic, 
Sir  ?  " 

Unless  I  have  changed  during  the  night.  I 
am,     Hermann  replied  smihngly,     and  I  must 
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hurry  up  if  I  want  to  be  in  time  for  Mass.  Thank 
you  for  your  information.  Placing  a  tip  in 
the  hands  of  the  astonished  waiter. 

The  priest  was  already  at  the  altar  when 
Hermann  entered  the  small,  but  neat  House  of 
God.  There  were  but  few  persons  kneeling  here 
and  there  preparing  for  Holy  Communion,  and 
the  most  of  the  few  had  gathered  before  a  statue 
of  St.  Anthony,  surrounded  by  innumerable 
burning  lights,  just  as  Hermann  had  beheld  it 
in  his  dream.  It  struck  him  as  a  most  extra- 
ordinary coincidence  and  prompted  him  to  take 
his  place  among  the  pious  clients  of  the  wonder- 
worker of  Padua.  A  great  calm  filled  his  soul 
and  he  prayed  fervently  and  long  after  commu- 
nion. Yes  !  the  battle  was  finished,  he  felt  it, 
and  the  treaty  was  soon  to  be  signed. 

^'  Are  you,  perhaps  a  stranger  here  ?  de- 
manded a  gentle  voice.  It  was  the  parish-priest, 
who  had  noticed  him,  and,  anxious  to  find  out 
whether  or  not  he  had  acquired  a  new  parish- 
ioner had  come  up  to  ask. 

"  Yes,  Father,  I  am  a  stranger  here  and  intend 
to  go  to  London  by  the  next  train.  I  came  in 
last  night  rather  late.  What  time  does  the  next 
train  leave  ? 

In  about  three  hours  ;  you  are  welcome  to 
take  breakfast  with  me,  you  know  ;  will  you 
accept  my  invitation  ? 

"  I  shall  be  highly  honored  by  your  kindness, 
Father, Hermann  replied  and  both  left  the 
church. 
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The  parish  priest  was  one  of  those  expansive, 
communicative  and  attractive  souls,  God  seems 
to  prepare  more  especially  on  the  green  island 
of  St.  Patrick.  Breakfast  was  only  half  finished 
when  already  the  whole  life  of  Hermann  had 
been  gone  through  and  a  simple  but  beautiful 
plan  was  proposed. 

No  !  No,  sir,  you  do  nothing  of  the  kind. 
You^ll  not  go  to  Westminster.  You  must  go  to 
the  Franciscan  Monastery  in  Greenlawn  near 
London.  That  is  the  place  for  you.  Why,  it 
is  as  clear  as  day-light  that  God  wants  you 
there. 

But,  dear  Father,  I  have  never  thought  of 
becoming  a  Franciscan  in  my  life.  How  can  I 
go  and  present  myself  as  a  candidate  for  that 
Order. 

^'  Then  it  is  high  time  that  you'd  think  of 
it,  and  try  to  fit  yourseK  into  the  frame  God  has 
made  for  you.  Your  whole  life's  history  is  but 
one  proof,  that  you  are  called  to  be  a  Franciscan, 
depend  on  it,  my  dear  sir,  not  the  slightest  doubt 
about  it.  " 

Well,  I  don't  feel  like  that  about  it  myself, 
I  assure  you,  Father.  But  if  you  tell  me  to  try 
it,  I  surely  will.  Do  you  know  anybody  at  the 
^Monastery  ?  " 

Everybody  knows  the  provincial-superior, 
Father  Hubert.  And  a  very  kind,  golden-hearted 
eloquent  priest  he  is.  I  am  sure  you  will  like  him 
from  the  first  moment  you'll  see  him.  I  shall 
give  you  a  letter  of  introduction.  " 
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Then  I  am  going  to  try  my  luck,  trust  in 
God  and  do  as  you  propose.  " 

The  priest  sat  down  and  wrote  an  introduc- 
tory note  for  his  new  friend,  who  a  short  time 
after  was  hurrying  on  to  London  ,  where  he 
arrived  about  two  hours  later  under  the  immense 
vaults  of  Paddington  Station. 

Hundreds  of  people  swarmed  like  bees  from 
the  different  trains  and  ran  to  and  fro  along  the 
platforms,  whilst  porters  and  cabmen  called 
out  for  employment. 

Hermann  hustled  his  way  through  the  crowd 
to  the  ticket-office,  and  when  his  turn  came, 
asked  for  "  Greenlawn single.  He  plunged 
his  hand  instinctively  into  the  pocket  in  search 
after  his  purse.  It  was  not  there.  The  other 
pockets  were  examinated  ;  but  the  purse  was 
not  to  be  found.  Pick-pockets  had  done  their 
work  well  and  all  the  money  left  to  Hermann, 
was  just  a  few  stray  pence  in  his  waist-coat 
pocket,  and  —  wonderful  to  relate  —  these 
coins  covered  exactly  the  price  of  the  ticket. 

That^s  good  luck  in  bad  luck,  "  Hermann 
said  to  himself  as  the  train  moved  along.  I 
aknost  begin  to  believe  that  I  have  to  be  a  Fran- 
ciscan. Everything  is  gone.  Cannot  even  buy 
a  return  ticket,  in  case  —  well,  it  looks  as  if 
I  had  to  stay  there.  " 

The  train  stopped  in  Greenlawn  for  Hermann 
to  get  off  ;  he  did  so  and  looked  around.  Like 
thousands  of  travellers  that  annually  pass 
through  this  suburb  of  the  capital  he  found  the 
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place  magnificent,  being  just  at  the  entrance 
to  the  famous  Forest,  the  home  of  the  Londoners 
in  sunmier,  and  a  favorite  place  for  excursions. 
He  crossed  the  various  roads  and  soon  found 
himself  in  front  of  the  monastery,  built  in  the 
Gothic-style  by  a  generous  benefactor  of  the 
Order. 

Hermann  entered  the  church.  A  most  devo- 
tional sensation  came  over  him. 

From  behind  the  altar,  from  the  choir  for  the 
Rehgious,  came  in  well  accentuated  rhythm, 
the  echo  of  numerous  male  voices,  reciting, 
according  to  the  ancient  custom  of  the  Order, 
the  Canonical  Hours.  These  solemn  prayers, 
proceeding  from  the  hearts  of  the  Friars,  took 
their  flight  around  the  Tabernacle  to  the  heart 
of  the  Master,  who  dwelt  there  ;  then  soared 
aloft,  carrfed  on  the  wings  of  God's  manifold 
Angels,  through  the  aisles,  passing  before  the 
beautiful  stained-glass  windows  as  if  to  ask  the 
Saints  represented  therein  to  join  their  praise 
and  prayers  to  those  of  their  followers  on  earth, 
and  gradually  died  away. 

When  Vespers  were  finished  and  the  religious 
were  leaving  the  choir,  Hermann  left  the  church 
likewise  and  asked  at  the  entrance  to  the  monas- 
tery for  Reverend  Father  Hubert.  A  kind,  cour- 
teous voice  —  the  owner  of  which  could  not  be 
seen  behind  the  wicket,  whence  it  came  —  in- 
formed him  that  Father  Hubert  was  absent  for 
the  moment,  but  might  be  back  at  any  time. 
Could  I  see  any  other  Father  ?  " 
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Certainly,  sir  ;  please,  take  a  seat  in  the 
parlor. 

Hermann  entered  and  seated  himself  on  one 
of  the  simple  chairs  in  the  parlor,  windowed  all 
around.  The  door  opened  and  in  came  Father  — 
Anthony. 

Recognition  was  immediate,  and  it  would  be 
difficult  to  say  which  of  the  two  was  the  more 
surprised,  for  both  cried  out  in  heartfelt  joy  : 
Is  this  possible,  you  here  ?     and  then  clasp- 
ed each  other  in  silent  embrace. 

This  is  indeed  a  pleasant  surprise,  "  Father 
Anthony  at  last  broke  the  silence.  This  is 
dehghtful. 

And  is  it  you,  really  you  ?  I  must  meet 
you  here  in  a  strange  land  under  such  strange 
circumstances  ?  This  is  heaven  on  earth.  Are 
you  stationed  here  ? 

No  !  I  am  a  stranger  here  myself,  that  is, 
I  do  not  belong  to  this  community,  nor  to  this 
province  of  our  Order.  But  I  am  at  home  in  any 
of  our  monasteries,  wherever  I  may  be,  the  same 
as  any  Franciscan.  I  am  here  for  some  historical 
researches.  And  what  on  earth  brings  you 
hither  !  " 

That  is  hard  to  say,  dear  Father, Her- 
mann rephed  with  a  certain  amount  of  shyness. 

I  am  thinking  of  staying  with  the  Religious, 
if  I  find  admittance.  At  least  I  was  told  to  try. 
You  think  I  may  succeed  ? 

Since  when  have  you  been  thinking  of  be- 
coming a  Franciscan  ? 
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To  speak  openly,  I  have  thought  of  it  only 
since  this  morning  ;  but  I  always  wanted  to  be 
a  priest.  " 

Then  Hermann  related  everything  that  had 
happened  to  him  as  it  has  been  told  in  the  pre- 
ceding chapters. 

It  would  be  unchristian  to  say  that  God 
Himself  had  not  called  you  or  guided  you  hither. 
You  need  not  trouble  about  your  vocatioin  God 
has  drawn  you  as  certainly  as  he  drew  the  Magi 
of  old  to  our  Savior's  feet  to  the  crib.  God's 
ways  are  mysterious  and  hard/'  Father  Anthony 
sighed,  remembering  his  own  difficulties  before 
he  found  his  happiness  in  the  cloister,  "  and 
the  harder  they  are,  the  more  they  are  lined  out 
with  crosses,  the  surer  they  are  for  us.  You 
need  but  a  little  more  courage  and  confidence 
and  you,  too,  will  find  rest  and  peace  in  the 
Order  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi.  Here  comes  the 
Reverend  Father  Provincial,  "  he  added,  rising 
to  open  the  door  for  him  and  receive  his  blessing, 
as  is  customary. 

^'  Father  Provincial,  this  young  gentleman 
would  like  to  see  you  on  special  business,  if  you 
are  not  too  occupied  or  too  tired,  "  Father 
Anthony  said  after  introducing  the  two  to  each 
other.  And  if  you  find  no  objection  he  may  ask 
you  to  be  allowed  to  stay  with  you  for  good,  " 
patting  Hermann  affectionately  on  the  shoulder. 

Father  Hubert  was  indeed,  as  the  Irish  Priest 
in  Harwich  had  described  him,  a  kind,  golden- 
hearted,  priest,  and  took  the  heart  of  Hermann 
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by  storm  with  the  very  first  words  of  the  conver- 
sation, 

"  My  dear  child,  you  are  welcome  to  the  hos- 
pitality of  this  monastery,  "  he  said  , taking 
Hermann  by  the  arm.  Oh,  these  words,  ^'my 
dear  child,  went  like  a  soothing  balm  through 
the  soul  of  the  young  officer.  For  years  he  had 
not  heard  that  affectionate,  loving  appellation. 
Not  even  good  Father  Francis  had  dared  to  call 
him  by  that  endearing  name.  And  yet,  how 
often  and  how  much  did  he  feel  the  need  of  it 
since  his  own  father  had  sent  him  away  with 
the  distant  title  of     Sir  . 

Father  Anthony  begged  leave  to  absent  him- 
self and  left  the  two  to  speak  more  easily  about 
their  private  affairs.  Everything  was  again 
rehearsed  ;  the  reasons  for  and  against  —  these 
latter  being  very  weak  —  examined  and  the 
final  conclusion  was  : 

I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  with  regard 
to  your  vocation,  dear  Hermann,  and  I  shall  be 
very  pleased  to  receive  you  into  our  Noviciate  in 
France  next  month.  You  will  stay  here  with  us 
for  a  few  days,  and  then  I  think,  I  shall  send  you 
to  our  college  on  the  Western  Coast  for  about 
a  fortnight,  in  the  first  place,  to  have  the  pro- 
fessors there  examine  you  with  regard  to  your 
studies  ;  but  more  especially,  secondly,  to  give 
you  a  little  rest  after  all  your  wearing  trial.  You 
must  make  yourself  at  home  here  ;  and  if 
you  need  anything  you  have  but  to  ask  for  it. 
You  are  therefore  accepted  and  I  hope  and 


188       The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg 

trust  that  you  will  find  your  happiness  at  last, 
clad  in  the  humble  rough  habit  of  St.  Francis. 

Needless  to  speak  of  the  immense  joy  that 
filled  the  heart  of  Hermann.  This  moment  was 
always  uppermost  in  his  life's  remembrances 
and  countless  are  the  times  he  thanked  good 
Father  Hubert  in  after  life  in  his  prayers  before 
God. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


PEACE  !  PEACE    AT   LAST   IN    AN  ENEMY's 
COUNTRY  ! 

ntftOR  three  days  Hermann  was  the  welcome 
guest  at  the  monastery  and  the  dear  com- 
panion of  Father  Anthony  during  his  leisure 
time,  when  both  would  set  out  on  foot  for  a 
bracing  walk  into  the  near  forest.  There,  un- 
disturbed and  unobserved,  they  spoke  heart  to 
heart  of  their  lifers  wonderful  scenes.  Father 
Anthony  was,  indeed,  the  right  man  at  the  right 
time  for  Hermann.  He  had  trod  the  very  self- 
same road  of  difficulties  and  obstructions  ;  he 
could  speak  from  experience,  and  every  word 
from  his  lips,  was  an  encouragement  for  Her- 
mann. 

"  Whether  or  not  we  shall  meet  again  in  this 
world,  is  one  of  God's  own  secrets,  "  Father  An- 
thony said  as  on  the  fourth  day  they  stood  in 
Paddington  station,  waiting  for  the  Bristol 
Express  "  for  Hermann.  I  have  to  leave  in  a 
few  days  for  Ireland  to  continue  the  work  en- 
trusted to  me.  I  have  not  felt  well  for  the  last 
years  ;  cancer  of  the  stomach  is  the  trouble,  so 
the  doctors  say.  How  long  I  am  still  to  last,  I 
do  not  know  ;  but  I  should  like  to  finish  my 
researches  with  regard  to  Blessed  Duns  Scotus, 
if  it  please  God.  However,  I  shall  be  resigned  to 
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His  holy  Will.  I  have  received  so  many  graces 
from  Him  that  I  do  not  feel  entitled  to  claim  any 
more.  The  train  pulled  into  the  platform.  I 
have  still  but  one  wish  :  that  you  may  be  as 
happy  in  the  Franciscan  Order  as  I  am  and  al- 
ways have  been.  Yes  !  I  have  seen  beautiful 
days  in  the  world  and  I  was  proud  of  my  uniform 
of  Major,  proud  of  my  sword,  proud  of  my  spurs  ; 
but  this  uniform  —  kissing  his  habit  —  has 
given  to  me  peace  and  joy  unknown  before.  The 
white  cord  and  the  beads  have  served  me  better 
than  the  glittering  belt  and  sword,  and  the  open 
sandals  have  given  me  more  pleasure  and  delight 
than  the  silver  spurs.  No  doubt,  you  will  find 
it  hard  at  times,  Hermann,  very  hard  ;  but  then 
remember  that  you  are  a  soldier  yet.  You  do 
but  change  the  uniform,  not  the  vocation.  From 
a  soldier  of  the  king  you  become  a  soldier  of 
God.  The  last  signal  was  given.  And  now 
good-bye,  God  bless  you  and  pray  for  me.  " 

Before  Hermann  had  time  to  thank  him  or 
say  Good-bye  '^  Father  Anthony  had  turned 
away  and  disappeared  among  the  crowd.  The 
train  was  already  in  motion  and  began  to  hurry 
away  from  out  of  the  smoky  tunnels  of  London 
into  the  pure,  fresh  air  along  the  Thames  out- 
side the  city.  On  and  on  it  sped  through  wood- 
lands and  fields,  villages  and  cities  into  homely 
Sommersetshire,  bordering  the  Bristol  Channel, 
until  it  reached  Hermann's  destination  a  beau- 
tifully located  sea-side  town. 

A  telegram  from  the  Provincial  had  notified 


The  Unknown  Hero  of  Verleburg  191 

the  Rector  of  the  College  who  in  consequence 
had  come  himself  to  the  station  to  meet  the  new 
candidate. 

The  evening  sun  threw  its  golden  rays  over 
the  town  and  offered  thus  to  the  newcomer  a 
beautiful  panorama  of  the  long  rows  of  aristo- 
cratic residences,  which  in  harmonious  variety 
nestled  snugly  on  the  soft  brow  of  the  hill.  Here 
and  there  from  among  the  houses  rose  the  lofty 
spire  or  tower  of  an  ancient  church  and  pointed 
upwards,  to  God  ?  Yes  !  But  more  immediately 
to  a  church  of  recent  construction  with  a  small 
belfry,  as  to  the  earthly  dwelling  place  of  Christ 
the  Savior,  the  only  Catholic  Church,  dominat- 
ing the  town  as  if  by  rights. 

The  stone  building  overlooking  yonder 
church,  the  Rector  said,  pointing  to  the  Ca- 
tholic Church,  is  the  college.  It  takes  about 
twenty  minutes  to  walk  it,  and  if  you  like,  we 
could  cover  the  distance  on  foot.  It  is  a  nice 
walk.  Your  luggage  will  be  attended  to  by  the 
coachman  of  the  institute. 

That  was  exactly  what  Hermann  would  enjoy ^ 
and  consequently  they  walked  leisurely  along 
the  beach  up  the  gentle  hill  overlooking  the 
Bristol  Channel.  They  reached  the  college, 
built  on  the  very  brink  of  the  green  water,  on 
the  massive  flint  rocks  which  for  thousands  of 
years  have  defied  the  raging  waves,  hurled 
against  them  by  many  a  furious  tempest. 

You  think  you  will  like  this  place  ?  the 
rector  asked  with  a  knowing  smile. 
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I  hope  I  shall  not  like  it  too  much,  ^'  Her- 
mann replied.  Why  !  this  is  most  glorious  ; 
just  look  at  this  magnificent  view  of  land  and 
sea  ;  it  is  unequalled.  And  this  pure  air,  fill- 
ing his  lungs  with  it  to  their  utmost  capacity  — 

it^s  enough  to  raise  a  dead  man  to  fife  again. 
Down  to  the  left  you  see  the  famous  summer 
resort  Westonsuper-mare  ;  farther  down  again 
lies  Illfracombe  ;  there  in  front  of  us,  across  the 
channel,  where  clouds  of  heavy  smoke  ascend 
from  innumerable  stacks,  are  Cardiff  and  New- 
port, the  industrial  cities  of  Wales.  To  the  right 
you  have  the  beautiful  suspension-bridge  of 
Clifton,  the  highest  in  the  world,  it  is  said. 

The  rector  stopped  in  his  explanation  as  the 
college  bell  announced  the  Angelus  '\  which 
they  recited  alternately.  It  was  six  o^clock  and 
time  for  supper.  They  entered  the  college,  where 
Hermann  was  presented  to  the  professorial 
staff  and  shown  to  his  room  with  a  full  view  upon 
the  sea.  After  supper  he  made  acquaintance 
with  the  inmates  of  the  college  and  felt  at  home. 

Two  days  later  his  examinations  began  and 
the  result  was  more  than  satisfactory.  He  ob- 
tained the  highest  marks  in  Latin,  Greek  and 
mathematics,  and  excited  the  admiration  of  the 
professors  by  his  thorough  knowledge  of  Hebrew, 
which,  as  he  modestly  admitted,  he  had  acquired 
in  his  leisure  time. 

Hermann  was  therefore  w^ell  prepared  for  the 
higher  studies  of  philosophy  and  theology,  but 
before  that,  he  had  to  pass  through  the  novi- 
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tiate,  which,  as  he  had  been  told,  had  to  be  gone 
through  in  France. 

As  soon  as  Hermann  had  passed  his  examina- 
tions, he  sat  down  to  inform  his  family  about 
his  decisive  step  in  a  letter,  which  fairly  well 
equalled  in  length  the  last  one  from  Teresa,  and 
surprised  his  sister  and  mother,  as  much  as  theirs 
had  done  him. 

It  is  indeed  very  uncertain  when  we  shall  meet 
again.  It  is  hard  for  you  and  me  and  I  feel  it ;  but 
I  am  sure  of  taking  the  right  step  towards  my 
happiness  and  peace  and  yours  also.  I  shall  write 
again  as  soon  as  I  have  reached  the  Novitiate.'* 

Another  letter  apprised  his  old  professor, 
Father  Willens,  of  his  whereabouts  and  a  few 
days  later  he  received  the  hearty  approval  and 
congratulations  of  the  good  priest. 

Towards  the  end  of  October,  Hermann  took 
the  early  morning  train,  the  "  Penzance-Bristol- 
London  Express"  en  route  for  France.  The 
invigorating,  pure  sea  air  had  done  him  more 
good  than  the  best  of  drugs  could  have  effected 
and  his  soul  had  been  made  stronger  by  the 
paternal  counsels  of  the  good  rector.  Many 
things  had  been  discussed  and  explained,  so  that 
the  young  officer  was  well  posted  as  to  what  was 
expected  of  him,  and  what  he  could  expect  to 
find  in  the  Novitiate. 

Six  hours  later  Hermann  stood  in  front  of  the 
provincial  mother  house  across  the  sea  in  France. 
It  was  a  stern  looking  building,  fenced  in  by  a 
high  stone  wall.  He  pushed  against  the  massive 
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door  ;  it  opened  into  a  narrow,  stone  yard. 
Across  this  square  was  the  entrance  to  the  mo- 
nastery, protected  by  a  porch  with  iron  bars. 
An  iron  rod,  finishing  in  the  shape  of  a  cross  was 
marked  :  ^'  Tirez-PuU  ^\  Hermann  felt  nervous 
and  he  hesitated  for  some  time.  It  looked  so 
much  like  a  prison,  he  thought.  He  walked  up 
and  down  the  narrow  space  to  work  up  his  coura- 
ge again.  He  seized  the  cross  and  pulled.  A 
hollow,  monotonous  sound,  rang  through  the 
cloisters  and  almost  startled  the  young  man.  It 
seemed  to  come  from  the  other  world  and  go 
back  to  it  as  it  died  away. 

Soon  the  parlor  door  opened  and  Hermann 
presented  to  the  porter  the  letter  from  the  pro- 
vincial superior,  addressed  to  the  Rev.  Father 
Guardian  of  the  Mother-house,  and  which,  no 
doubt  served  as  an  introduction  with  the  neces- 
sary explanations.  A  few  minutes  later  he  was  in 
the  presence  of  the  superior  and  the  Master  of 
novices.  Their  cordial  handshake  told  him  that 
he  was  among  friends  even  in  an  enemy's  land, 
and  that  in  a  town  where  years  ago  his  father 
had  fought  in  a  bloody  battle. 

Now,  dear  child,  the  aged  Father  Guard- 
ian said,  you  must  try  to  make  yourself  at 
home  here.  I  am  sure  you  will  get  on  well  with 
the  Master  of  novices, smiling  over  to  his 
companion.  He  has  twenty-three  already,  so 
you  make  twenty-four.  By  the  way,  have  you 
any  money  on  you  f  You  know  money  is  not 
allowed  to  enter  the  monastery,  " 
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Hermann  said  that  he  had  just  a  little,  and 
drawing  the  purse  from  this  pocket,  presented 
it  to  the  Superior. 

*^We  cannot  take  money,''  this  one  remons- 
trated amusedly.  You  may  give  it  to  the 
porter,  there,  and  if  you  were  not  to  persevere, 
it  will  be  given  back  to  you  as  it  is,  but  I 
trust  you'll  not  need  it  again. 

The  porter  took  the  purse,  placed  in  it  a  card 
bearing  Hermann's  name  and  put  it  with  those 
of  the  other  novices.  The  young  officer  was  thus 
penniless,  but  ready  to  enter  the  monastery, 
guided  by  the  Master  of  Novices. 

The  monastery  was  a  nicer  building  than  one 
would  have  suspected  from  without  and  con- 
sisted of  three  stories.  The  ground-floor  was 
composed  of  the  chapter-room,  kitchen,  refecto- 
ry, work-room  and  library.  The  cells  of  the 
professed  ReUgious  were  on  the  second  floor, 
and  the  third  floor  served  exclusively  for  the 
noviciate.  A  large  flight  of  stairs  lead  up  to  it, 
but  stopped  before  heavy,  iron  bars  which  stret- 
ched across  from  one  side  to  the  other  and 
gave  to  Hermann  the  idea  of  an  up-to-date  peni- 
tentiary. He  turned  pale,  but  said  nothing.  The 
novice  master  unlocked  the  gate,  let  Hermann 
pass  and  locked  it  again.  A  Uttle  bell,  rung  by 
the  master,  brought  all  the  novices  from  their 
respective  cells  into  the  corridor  to  make  ac- 
quaintance with  their  new  comrade.  Every  one 
of  them  looked  as  happy  as  a  king  and  this 
encouraged  Hermann  considerably.     After  a 
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short  conversation,  the  bell  sent  everyone  back 
to  his  cell  as  if  by  magic.  Hermann  was  shown 
to  his. 

It  was  a  bright,  clean  room  ;  not  large  but 
comfortable  enough  for  one  person.  The  fur- 
niture was  very  simple  :  one  chair,  a  small 
table,  with  a  book  of  spiritual  reading,  the 
regulations  of  the  novitiate,  and  a  candle-stick, 
a  bed,  composed  of  wooden  trestles  on  which 
rested  three  boards  with  a  straw-sack  and  a 
pillow  ;  an  enamelled  basin  held  up  by  a  wooden, 
three-legged  washstand  was  all  Hermann  could 
find,  besides  the  large  crucifix  suspended  on  the 
wall  over  the  table. 

That\s  your  home,  dear  child,  "  the  master 
of  novices  said,  formally  installing  the  new  can- 
didate in  his  new  lodging,  ^'  love  it  and  keep 
it,  and  it  will  keep  you  and  make  you  happy.  " 

Hermann  smiled  a  forced  smile.  When  he  was 
alone  he  went  over  to  the  bed  and  examined  it. 
It  was  very  hard.  Not  a  sound  could  be  heard 
within  the  building  it  seemed  as  if  he  were  the 
only  occupant.  He  felt  so  lonely.  He  sat  down 
on  the  straw-plaited  chair  and  wept  bitterly. 
Then  he  walked  out  on  tip-toe  and  had  a  look 
at  the  entrance  gate  ;  it  was  locked.  No  means 
to  get  out.  He  moved  along  the  corridor,  stop- 
ped before  each  door  and  read  the  names  of  the 
occupants,   until  he  came  to  one  marked  : 

Pere  Maitre,  Father  Master.  He  knocked 
and  was  told  to  come  in. 

The  Master  knew  from  experience  what  made 
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Hermann  look  so  desolate  and  he  gave  him  the 
right  medicine  :  a  nice  walk  outside.  When 
they  reentered,  the  officer  felt  easier  and  at 
home  and  on  the  first  of  November,  the  feast  of 
All  Saints,  was  solemnly  clad  with  the  hum- 
ble habit  of  St.  Francis.  What  he  felt  on  that 
day  may  be  gathered  from  a  letter  he  sent  to 
his  mother  and  sister. 

Dearest  Mother  and  Sister  : 

In  the  first  place  I  must  thank  you  for  the 
kind  letter  you  sent  me  in  answer  to  mine  from 
Sommersetshire  in  which  I  informed  you  of  my 
resolution  of  joining  the  Franciscan  Order.  Your 
kind  solicitude  about  my  welfare,  no  doubt, 
caused  you  some  anxiety  with  regard  to  my 
choice,  knowing  the  severity  of  that  institute.  To 
speak  frankly,  I  myself  had  serious  apprehen- 
sions about  it.  But  now  I  can  say  with  all  the 
sincerity  of  my  heart  :  I  am  happy,  as  happy 
as  any  one  can  be  and  I  would  not  change  the 
brown  habit,  white  cord  and  sandals,  for  the 
imiform  of  a  general. 

The  ceremony  of  the  reception  of  novices  is 
quite  imposing  and  draws  hundreds  of  people 
to  the  church.  I  have  passed  through  it  today, 
the  feast  of  All  Saints  and  shall  never  forget  it. 
When  the  time  came,  we  —  I  say  We,  because 
there  were  three  of  us,  one  a  French  naval  officer 
—  had  to  take  our  places  in  the  Sanctuary. 
The  Father  Superior  gave  a  beautiful  sermon, 
reminding  us  of  the  futility  of  the  world  and  the 
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great  reward  God  has  in  store  for  those  who  leave 
all  things  to  follow  Him.  After  the  sermon,  the 
habit  was  spread  out  on  the  pavement  before 
us  and  we  had  to  prostrate  ourselves  on  it  whilst 
the  community  recited  some  prayers  to  ask 
God^s  grace  for  us  for  final  perseverance.  There- 
upon we  were  clothed  with  the  livery  of  St. 
Francis.  Each  one  received  a  lighted  candle  and 
then  we  were  taken  in  solemn  procession  round 
the  church.  Since  then  I  feel  as  happy  as  never 
before.  Impossible  to  describe  it  to  you. 

Our  day  is  well  divided  between  prayer  and 
work.  We  rise  at  five  o^ clock  for  meditation  and 
holy  Mass,  and  breakfast  at  half  past  seven. 
At  eight  we  begin  our  manual  work  ;  learn  to 
mend  habits,  help  in  the  kitchen  pealing  po- 
tatoes, washing  the  dishes  and  sometimes 
breaking  them  ;  or  else  work  in  the  convent 
garden.  Of  this  we  have  one  hour  in  the  morning 
and  another  in  the  afternoon.  Of  course,  we  are 
not  allowed  to  speak  during  that  time.  For  two 
hours  every  day  we  have  to  study  the  Rule  of 
St.  Francis  under  the  guidance  of  the  Father 
Master,  for  it  is  only  at  the  end  of  one  year  that 
we  are  permitted  to  engage  ourselves  by  vows 
to  its  observance.  Besides  even  after  that 
simple  profession  we  shall  still  be  free  to 
leave,  if  we  want  to,  during  three  other  years, 
at  the  end  of  which  only  we  do  bind  ourselves 
irrevocably  by  the  solemn  vows.  You  see, 
there  is  plenty  of  time  to  reflect.  I  think  it  is 
a  pity  that  people  who  want  to  marry  cannot 
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take  the  same  precaution  before  they  engage 
themselves  for  life. 

At  different  times  during  the  day,  we  go  to 
the  choir  to  recite  the  Canonical  Hours  of  the 
Church  ;  but  the  best  time  we  spend  there  is 
from  twelve  to  one  at  night  for  the  recitation 
of  Matines  ;  I  like  that  the  best  ;  for  it  is  the 
time,  when  most  people  are  either  asleep  or 
remain  awake  only  to  offend  God. 

So  dearest  mother  and  sister,  do  not  trouble 
about  me,  I  am  happier  than  anyone  of  our 
family.  I  am  in  my  place,  at  last.  Of  course  I 
feel  the  cross  papa  is  carrying  very  keenly  and 
I  have  offered  my  life  as  a  sacrifice  to  God  for  his 
recovery. 

Thanking  God  for  the  great  grace  he  has 
given  me,  and  you  for  your  kindness  and  affec- 
tion, I  send  you  all  my  best  love  and  ask  you  to 
remember  me  in  your  prayers. 

Your  affectionate  son  and  brother. 
Hermann,  in  religion  :  Frater  Leo. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


THE  HEROIC  SACRIFICE  AND  A  SURPRISING 
VISIT. 

JjTo-MORROW  is  again  All  Saints  and  the  fourth 
anniversary  of  our  hero's  entry  into  the 
novitiate.  He  has  kept  his  cell  ;  and  the  cell 
has  become  to  him  so  dear,  and  the  place  of  so 
much  happiness,  that  he,  longing  to  give  him- 
self irrevocably  to  God,  by  the  final  solemn  vows 
of  religion,  is  waiting  anxiously  to  sign  in  the 
presence  of  the  Superior  and  the  whole  numerous 
Community,  where  he  has  spent  the  last  three 
years  in  philosophy,  the  formula  whereby  a 
Franciscan  renounces  every  claim  to  earthly 
possessions  past,  present  or  future.  Complying 
with  the  regulations  of  the  Order,  he  has  made 
his  last  Will,  his  Testament  and  divided  every 
possible  property  that  he  might  have,  among 
the  different  members  of  his  family,  just  as  a 
person  is  wont  to  do  before  death. 

At  last  the  deep  toned  cloister-bell  summoned 
the  friars  to  the  chapter-room,  there  to  witness 
one  of  those  touching  scenes  of  heroism  the  world 
is  not  able  to  understand  not  worthy  to  see.  In 
long,  silent  rows  the  Community  entered,  each 
religious  taking  that  place  which  dignity  or 
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age  appointed  to  him.  At  a  sign  from  the 
Superior  all  knelt  down  to  invoke  the  divine 
Light  and  Help  and  then  Hermann,  i.  e.,  Frater 
Leo,  holding  in  his  hands  the  document  contain- 
ing the  act  of  his  renunciation  written  by  his  own 
hand,  advanced  and  knelt  before  the  Superior 
in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

^'  Frater  Leo,  what  do  you  ask  ?  "  demanded 
the  Superior. 

Reverend  Father,  I  humbly  ask  of  you,  as 
also  of  the  other  Religious  of  this  Community, 
to  admit  me  to  the  solemn  vows  in  the  Order 
of  St.  Francis.  I  beg  this  favor  of  you,  with  the 
intention  of  serving  God  more  faithfully  and 
saving  my  soul.  Grant  me  this  signal  grace,  I 
beseech  you,  though  my  sinfulness  renders  me 
unworthy  of  it.  " 

Frater  Leo,  do  you  now  ratify  everything 
you  have  affirmed  before  your  ^  Simple  Profes- 
sion '  ? 

^'  Yes,  your  Reverence.  " 
Know,  I  pray,  that  if  at  any  time  it  is  dis- 
covered that  you  have  hidden  the  truth  in  any 
of  your  answers,  your  profession  shall  be  de- 
clared null  and  void. 

If  then  you  wish  to  make  your  solemn ' 
profession  in  the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  you  must 
renounce  everything  of  which  as  yet  you  retained 
the  radical  dominion,  as  also  all  things  that 
might  come  to  you  in  the  future,  together  with 
every  right  and  privilege. 

Thereupon  Frater  Leo  began  : 
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In  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son 
and  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  Amen.  I,  the  undersigned, 
Frater  Leo  (Hermann  von  Verleburg)  simple 
professed  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  after  ma- 
ture deliberation  and  in  possession  of  full  liberty, 
in  the  presence  of  the  Reverend  Father  Guardian 
and  the  Discreets,  before  God,  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary,  our  Blessed  Father  St.  Francis  and  all 
the  Saints  of  Heaven,  do  attest  and  declare  that  I 
renounce,  now  and  forever,  all  goods  and  pos- 
sessions which  I  now  hold  or  might  have  in  the 
future,  in  such  a  manner,  that  it  shall  not  be 
lawful  for  me  to  have  recourse  to  the  courts 
with  regard  to  any  of  those  things  wliich  I  have 
renounced  and  disowned. 

Moreover  I  acknowledge,  that,  having  been 
asked  by  the  Prelate,  whether  or  not  I  was  im- 
mune from  all  such  diseases  and  defects  as  men- 
tioned in  the  Constitutions,  I  have  replied  in 
the  afhrmative.  If,  however,  at  any  time  th's  is 
found  not  to  have  been  the  case,  I  agree  that 
my  profession  be  declared  null  and  of  no 
effect.^' 

Frater  Leo  read  this  heroic  act  of  voluntary 
renunciation  in  a  firm  voice,  and  then  signed 
it  in  the  presence  of  three  witnesses.  After  the 
custx)mary  prayers,  the  community  retired. 

The  next  morning  at  the  appointed  time,  just 
before  High  Mass,  Frater  Leo,  his  face  radiant 
with  holy  joy,  advanced  up  to  the  altar  ;  placed 
his  hands  in  those  of  the  superior  and  vowed 
himself  free  from  all  earthly  tie  and  encum- 
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brance  to  God  in  the  Order  of  St.  Francis.  A  mys- 
terious silence  prevailed.  Everybody  wished 
to  hear  the  generous  words  of  this  heroic  soul. 

"  I,  Frater  Leo,  in  the  presence  of  God  Al- 
mighty, the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  our  Seraphic 
Father  Francis,  and  all  the  celestial  Court  of 
Heaven, vow  and  promise  faithfully  to  observe 
all  my  life  long  the  Rule  of  the  Friars-Minor 
confirmed  by  the  Lord  Pope  Honorius,  to  live  in 
Obedience,  without  Property  and  in  Chastity.  " 

"  And  I,  if  you  observe  these  things,  promise 
you  on  the  part  of  God,  life  everlasting,"  replied 
the  Superior. 

The  sacrifice  was  finished.  The  Superior 
en  toned  the  Te  Deum  which  was  taken  up 
by  the  organ  and  the  solemn  voices  of  the  Re- 
ligious. During  this  time  Frater  Leo  received 
the  kiss  of  Brotherhood  and  of  Peace  from  all 
the  members  of  the  Community  and  Holy  Mass 
b^an  in  honors  of  All  Saints.  The  Religious 
re-entered  the  choir  behind  the  altar,  but  the 
Newly  Professed  knelt  in  silent  prayer  in  the 
Sanctuary,  absorbed  in  God  who  henceforth  was 
his  One  and  All,  his  chosen  inheritance  for  ever- 
more. He  had  given  himself  to  God  forever, 
without  reserve  :  he  was  crucified  with  Jesus, 
and  this  he  never  forgot.  In  his  Breviary,  mark- 
ing the  feast  of  All  Saints,  he  placed  a  little 
leafletlwhereon  his  dearest  thoughts  were  ex- 
pressed, and  which  he  was  wont  to  recite  every 
day  as  a  reminder  of  his  sacrifice  and  complete 
donation  to  God. 
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Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 

Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise  ; 

Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love ; 

Take  my  feet  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee  ; 

Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing 
Always  only  for  my  King  ; 

Take  my  lips  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee  ; 

Take  my  silver  and  my  gold 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold  ; 

Take  my  intellect  and  use 
Every  power  as  Thou  shalt  choose. 

Take  my  will  and  make  it  Thine 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine. 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thy  Own 
It  shall  be  Thy  Royal  Throne  ; 

Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure  store  ; 

Take  myself  and  I  will  be 
Ever  only  all  for  Thee. 

A  religious  profession  is  justly  an  occasion  of 
joy  and  exaltation  in  the  monastery  where  it 
takes  place  and  a  sufficient  reason  to  allow  the 
Superior  to  dispense  the  Community  from  the 
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rule  of  silence,  observed  on  ordinary  days  during 
the  frugal  meals.  In  consequence,  after  a  short 
reading  from  Holy  Scripture,  Father  Guardian 
rang  the  httle  silver  bell  as  a  sign  that  he  was 
going  to  say  something. 

''In  1870  this  refectory  served  as  the  dining 
room  for  German  officers,  who  were  quartered 
here.  They  were  very  kind  to  us,  especially  one 
who  treated  us  with  the  affection  of  a  brother. 
We  would  have  been  pleased  to  keep  him  with 
us  ;  but  that  was  out  of  the  question.  Well, 
he  has  not  forgotten  us,  he  has  sent  us  his  son 
instead.  Frater  Leo  is  this  ambassador  from  his 
father  and  in  appreciation  of  this  :  Benedica- 
mus  Domino. 

Deo  gratiaSy  chorused  the  community  in  great 
surprise,  and  then  began  to  speak  and  send  their 
reiterated  good  wishes  and  congratulations  to 
Frater  Leo  who  for  this  day  occupied  the  place 
of  honor  to  the  right  of  the  Superior. 

Frater  Leo  was,  perhaps,  more  surprised  than 
the  community  at  this  unexpected  betrayal  of 
his  former,  worldly  position,  and  he  blushed  in 
sincere  humility. 

''  Dear  Frater,  you  need  not  blush  like  that. 
Anyone  who  has  seen  a  German  officer,  will 
find  out  in  a  moment  what  you  are.  The  Prus- 
sian officer  is  marked  on  your  face.  Now  just 
guess,  who  made  that  cake  for  you  ?  "  point- 
ing to  a  magnificent  production  of  confectionery 
placed  on  the  table  just  then  by  one  of  the  Bro- 
thers. 
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Frater  Leo  examined  the  cake  in  question. 
He  was  surprised  and  puzzled.  It  was  a  perfect 
reproduction  of  the  manor-house  at  Verleburg. 
Over  the  entrance  was  the  armory,  a  chalice  and 
a  sword  surrounded  by  the  inscription,  Deo  et 
Ccesari.  On  the  highest  tower  floated  the  Ger- 
man flag  :  black,  white,  red,  with  the  imperial 
eagle. 

*^  That  must  have  come  across  the  frontier, 
Father,  he  said,  it  is  a  wonder  that  it  arrived 
here  so  well  preserved. 

Oh  !  I  suppose  the  railwaymen  knew  what 
it  was  and  for  whom  it  was  and  thus  took  care 
of  the  box,  the  Superior  said,  dismissing  the 
subject  hastily.  Soon  the  frugal,  but  happy  ban- 
quet —  if  it  deserved  that  name,  —  was  finish- 
ed and  having  said  Grace  and  paid  a  visit  to 
Jesus,  the  Food  of  souls,  recreation  was 
taken  in  the  spacious  cloisters.  Frater  Leo  en- 
joyed this  greatly  and  was  just  on  the  point  of 
asking  as  a  favor  for  his  day  of  rejoicing,  per- 
mission to  prolong  recreation,  when  Father  Su- 
perior told  him  that  he  might  go  to  the  parlor 
to  see  some  friends. 

Visitors  for  me  ? "  he  gasped  in  sheer 
surprise. 

Yes,  yes,  for  you.  Friends  will  turn  up  any- 
where/' replied  the  Superior  ;  then  addressing 
himself  to  the  others,  gave  permission  to  con- 
tinue recreation  for  another  half  hour. 

But  who  are  those  visitors.  Father?  I  don't 
know  anybody  around  here.  " 
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You  had  better  go  and  see  for  yourself. 
They  seem  to  know  you  very  well.  So  do  not 
tarry  any  longer  and  be  off  to  the  parlor. 

Frater  Leo  had  some  suspicion  that  possibly 
it  might  be  the  Earl  of  Churchborough,  or  Father 
Willens,  or  even  William.  He  hurried  down, 
opened  the  door  and  saw  his  mother  and  Wil- 
liam !  He  saw  nothing  else.  Mother  and  son 
lay  in  each  others  arms  in  silent  embrace  for 
a  long  time  unable  to  say  a  word  and  William 
threw  his  strong  arms  around  both  of  them. 
Thus  they  remained  until  the  first  surprise  had 
somewhat  subsided  and  their  tongue  had  re- 
gained the  power  of  speech. 

Why,  mother,  William,  you  here?" 

Yes,  Hermann,  and  since  yesterday,  "  both 
replied  at  once. 

You  were  present  this  morning  at  my  Pro- 
fession ? 

Of  course  we  w^ere,  William  answered  with 
the  assurance  of  a  German  major,  and  my 
best  congratulations  for  the  occasion.  " 

And  you  are  happy,  darling  ?  "  the  Countess 
inquired  doubtfully,  looking  at  his  sandal-shod, 
bare  feet,  his  shaven  head,  and  feeling  the  rough, 
coarse  stuff  of  the  habit. 

Happy  is  not  the  word  for  it.  mother,  I  am 
happier  than  you,  dear  mother,  and  William 
have  ever  been  in  your  life  ;  I  am  sure  of  it.  " 

Ho  !  Ho  !  I  am  happy,  too,  "  WilHam  re- 
monstrated and  taking  the  hand  of  a  lady, 
whom  Hermann  had  not  even  noticed  in  his 
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joy,  allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  my  Happ- 
iness, my  wife,  Alma. 

Why,  why,  this  is  a  welcome  surprise,  " 
Hermann  said,  cordially  shaking  hands  with 
his  sister-in-law. 

All  sat  down  in  heavenly  bliss.  Everyone  was 
happy,  because  Hermann  was  happy  and  after 
a  while  every  one  acknowledged  that  he  had 
chosen  the  better  part.  Ten  thousand  letters  do 
not  have  the  same  effect  as  one  conversation 
from  heart  to  heart.  This  visit,  brought  about 
by  the  kind-hearted  Superior  of  the  monastery, 
who  had  secretly  invited  the  Verleburg  family, 
explained  to  Hermann,  many,  many  things. 

The  colonel,  his  father,  had  made  very  noti- 
ceable progress  on  the  way  to  recovery.  The 
doctors  had  every  hope  for  his  complete  cure  ; 
and  on  account  of  that  had  dissuaded  the  Coun- 
tess from  taking  him  to  the  profession  of  Her- 
mann. It  might  again  upset  him,  they  thought. 
For  this  reason  Teresa  had  not  been  able  to 
come  either. 

William  had  taken  in  marriage  some  time  ago. 
Alma  Louisa  von  Eichenstein,  a  thorough  Cath- 
olic young  lady,  highly  gifted  from  every  point 
of  view.  In  a  short  time  she  had,  through  her 
example  of  sincere  piety  and  kindness,  comple- 
tely changed  the  mentality  of  her  husband. 
Every  Sunday,  fair  or  rainy,  cold  or  warm,  this 
happy  couple  was  seen  in  church  the  first,  and 
the  last  to  leave.  They  were  the  consolation  of 
the  parish-priest  and  the  edification  of  the  people 
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of  Hornstein,  their  residence.  Having  changed 
his  religious  views  at  home,  he  had  also  adopted 
different  ideas  with  regard  to  Hermann's  choice 
and  many  and  many  a  time  he  had  asked  pardon 
of  God  and  of  his  brother. 

Louis  had  never  been  heard  of  since  his  di- 
sappearance. But  Teresa  kept  her  promise.  She 
would  never  hear  of  other  proposals  and  in  the 
meantime  gave  all  her  attention  to  her  poor 
father.  She  was  his  visible  Guardian- Angel. 

Good  Father  Francis  was  still  the  same,  though 
his  hair  was  assuming  a  very  pronounced  silvery 
color.  He  had  sent  his  best  greetings  with  the 
Countess  and  asked  for  Hermann's  prayers. 

Other  news  brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the 
^'  Young  Professed  "  .  Father  Anthony  had 
passed  away  from  this  world  to  receive  his  reward 
in  the  next.  He  had  been  the  slow  victim  of 
^'  cancer  of  the  stomach  "  and  a  real  model  of 
patient  suffering  for  everyone  who  came  in 
contact  with  him  during  his  prolonged  ill- 
ness. 

That  is  how  the  world  goes,  "  Frater  Leo 
sighed,  "  there  is  no  joy  on  earth  without  a 
mixture  of  bitterness.  " 

And  that  is  how  people  come  and  disappear," 
the  Countess  continued.  How  many  of  those 
we  knew  and  have  loved  passed  away.  It's  over 
six  years  that  Frederick  lies  in  the  grave. —  Louis 
has  disappeared.  —  Agnes  in  the  convent.  —  Fa- 
ther Anthony  has  gone  to  his  Creator  —  and 
you  know,  our  faithful  old  butler,  too,  has  been 

15 
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in  the  tomb  these  last  eight  months.  I  think  we 
never  told  you  about  that.  " 

No,  they  had  not,  and  this  was  more  sad  news 
for  Hermann.  These  and  many  other  subjects 
were  the  topics  of  that  afternoon's  interview  aiid 
when  late  in  the  evening  the  visitors  retired  till 
the  morrow,  it  was  with  the  conviction,  that 
Hermann  was  the  happiest  of  them  all. 

Hermann,  i.  e.,  Frater  Leo,  was  allowed  to 
see  his  relations  every  day  during  their  stay  in 
the  city,  which  lasted  for  four  days.  The  parting 
was-  indeed  very  hard,  heartrending  for  the 
Countess  and  William  and  the  best  thing  is  to 
pass  over  it  in  silence  and  allow  the  reader  to 
go  through  this  scene  in  his  own  mind. 


CHAPTER  XX 


STILL  A  SOLDIER  THOUGH  IN  THE  GOLDEN 
WEST. 


HE  anticlerical  Masonic  Government  had 
succeeded  in  passing  and  enforcing  laws, 
which  made  it  impossible  for  religious  communi- 
ties to  keep  up  their  respective  works.  Nay, 
most  of  them  were  forcibly  expelled  by  the  gen- 
darmes and  police,  and  in  a  few  months  numer- 
ous convents  and  monasteries  stood  empty  and 
were  for  sale.  The  Franciscan  Monastery,  where 
Frater  Leo  was  stationed,  was  among  the  first 
to  be  marked  by  the  Government  of  Liberty, 
Fraternity  and  Equality  as  dangerous  to  the 
state.  The  superior  was  notified,  that  in  fourteen 
days  the  establishment  would  be  public  prop- 
erty ;  consequently,  the  inmates  thereof  had  to 
leave  one  and  all,  on  or  before  that  date  ;  if 
not,  the  republic  would  find  itself  obliged  to 
have  recourse  to  the  police.  A  few  days  later,  a 
public  notary  with  a  rather  prominent  nose, 
accompanied  by  two  gendarmes,  had  asked  in  the 
name  of  Liberty,  Fraternity,  EquaUty  "  to  be 
admitted  into  the  Monastery,  but  was  told,  such 
an  entry  could  not  be  allowed  without  special 
permission  from  the  superior.   Whereupon  the 
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two  worthy  gendarmes  had  assumed  the  honest 
profession  of  house-breakers,  and  forced  the 
door. 

Having  thus  gained  admission  into  the  monas- 
tery, the  notary  took  out  large  sheets  of  paper 
and  made  a  very  minute  inventory  of  every- 
thing he  found  in  the  cloisters,  in  the  cellars,  in 
the  cells,  in  the  hbrary,  in  fact  in  every  nook 
and  corner,  and  labelled  all  things  with  the  seal 
of  ^'  Liberty,  Fraternity,  EquaHty. 

This  being  duly  performed,  the  gentleman 
with  the  hooked  nose  most  solemnly  pointed 
out  to  the  superior  the  grave  obligation  of  seeing 
to  it  that  nothing  was  touched  or  takeii  away 
of  those  things  which  the  government  had 
found  worthy  to  be  seized. 

It  was  not  long  after  this  day-light  highway 
robbery  that  the  whole  community  of  which 
Frater  Leo  was  a  member,  was  on  its  road  into 
exile.  A  hasty  message  had  informed  his  family 
of  his  journey  to  the  land  of  Liberty,  America, 
and  shortly  after,  Teresa  paid  him  a  loving 
visit,  gave  him  again  all  the  news  from  home 
and  reminded  him  of  looking  out  for  Louis. 

All  this  happened  a  year  after  the  solemn 
Profession  and  six  years  before  the  present  time 
of  our  narration.  These  six  years  saw  Frater  Leo 
lie  prostrate  before  the  altar  of  an  ancient 
cathedral,  in  an  ancient  town  overlooking  from 
a  rocky  promontory  an  ancient  river  of  America  ; 
a  venerable  Archbishop  stretched  out  his  hands 
over  him  in  fervent  supplications  ;  then  anointed 
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him  and  embraced  him  as  a  Priest  of  the  Most 
High  after  the  Order  of  Melchisedech  ^\  Since 
that  memorable  day,  Hermann  was  known  as 
^'Father  Leo/'  and  shortly  after  was  sent  by 
his  superiors  to  the  missionary  fields  of  Western 
America  ;  and  here  we  shall  stay  with  him  for 
a  little  while  to  see  his  environment  and  work. 

Father  Leo  was  not  one  of  those  pioneer  mis- 
sionaries, who  some  fifty  years  before  had  set 
out  on  foot  or  wagon,  to  bring  the  Hght  of  Faith 
into  the  vast  plains  and  virgin  forests  of  North 
America.  No,  numerous  priests  long  before  him 
had  begun  this  arduous  task  and  obtained  mar- 
vellous results  amoung  the  natives.  But  once 
these  heroes  had  shown  the  way  and  opened 
this  boundless  country  to  the  civilized  world, 
thousands  of  home-seeking  immigrants  poured 
into  these  regions  from  every  zone  of  the  globe 
and  erected  their  tents  in  the  plains,  in  the  woods 
along  the  beautiful  rivers,  in  the  hope  of  finding 
there  a  hearth,  surrounded  by  happiness  and 
wealth.  Nor  was  their  expectation  a  vain  illusion. 
The  rich  soil,  cleared  of  the  heavy  lumber  and 
cultivated  by  diligent  hands,  yielded  superb 
golden  grain  to  the  hundredfold,  and  served  as  a 
bait  for  crowds  of  newcomers.  Soon  an  enter- 
prising company  built  a  railway  across  the  land, 
and,  as  if  by  magic,  villages  and  towns  sprang 
up  along  the  fine  ;  commerce  and  industry  began 
to  flourish  and  loudly  pronounced  a  great  future 
for  the  country. 

But  this  development  drew  new  crowds  who 
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in  their  turn  required  a  greater  number  of  mis- 
sionaries to  look  after  their  spiritual  welfare. 
The  various  bishops  made  appeal  to  different 
Orders  for  help  and  it  was  in  consequence  of  this 
that  four  Franciscan  priests  and  two  lay-bro- 
thers, arrived  in  the  far  West  to  evangelize  a 
district  of  two  hundred  miles,  assigned  to  them 
by  the  Bishop.  Father  Leo  was  one  of  them. 

Together  with  one  Lay-Brother,  a  carpenter 
by  trade,  he  began  his  missionary  work  three 
miles  to  the  north  of  the  young  and  prosperous 
city  of  Fair  View,  built  on  the  steep  banks  of 
a  swift  and  picturesque  river.  Every  one  looked 
upon  this  town  as  the  Queen  of  the  West.  Fa- 
ther Leo  shared  this  opinion  and  placed  unbound- 
ed confidence  in  the  future  of  his  new  field  of 
labor.  And  he  needed  this  confidence  ;  for, 
besides  the  proposed  intention  of  an  American 
company  to  open  a  coal  mine  there,  North 
Fair  View  had  nothing  to  guarantee  success. 
Heavy  lumber  covered  the  whole  district  up  to 
the  very  city  limits.  But  Father  Leo  thought  : 
if  the  town  does  not  come  out  to  us,  we  must 
go  to  the  town  ;  and  thus  he  courageously  laid 
the  ax  to  the  roots  of  the  trees  and  cleared  a 
patch  of  ground,  whereon  a  few  days  later  rose 
the  first  monastery  of  North  Fair  View.  It  was 
a  very  unpretentious  building,  twenty  feet  long 
and  twelve  feet  wide.  A  curtain  divided  it  into 
two  apartments,  one  of  which  served  as  kitchen 
and  dining-room  by  day  and  bed-room  by  night ; 
the  other  as  chapel.  This  was  in  June. 
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By  October  of  the  next  year,  the  aspect  of 
North  Fair  View  had  completely  changed.  At 
a  distance  of  one  mile,  the  Sexton  Coal  Company 
operated  a  new  mine.  The  forests  had  disappear- 
ed and  given  way  to  numerous  dwelling  places. 
Streets  and  sidewalks  had  been  built  and  the 
company  had  established  even  an  electric  street 
car  service  between  the  city  and  the  mine.  Many 
of  the  miners  were  Catholics,  and  thus  Father 
Leo  found  himself  obliged  to  erect  a  larger  House 
of  Prayer  to  accommodate  the  faithful.  But 
whence  could  he  get  the  necessary  lumber  ? 
He  organized  subscriptions  among  his  parish- 
ioners and  friends,  and  one  day  decided  to  pay 
a  visit  to  the  mine  and  ask  the  charity  of  the 
officials. 

His  visit  was  most  interesting  from  beginning 
to  end.  He  was  received  very  cordially  by  the 
manager,  a  Catholic,  and  this  assured  him  good 
success.  When  he  was  about  to  leave,  after 
realizing  a  considerable  sum  of  money  for  the 
new  chapel,  the  manager  suggested  that  he 
should  leave  a  petition  for  Mr.  Sexton. 

You  know.  Father,  Mr.  Sexton  is  a  splendid 
Catholic  and  rich  as  Cresus.  He  is  a  millionaire 
four  or  five  times  over  ;  not  married  ;  no  one 
to  bother  about,  and  I  know  he  gives  quite 
generously  for  institutions  of  charity  and  for 
churches.  I  expect  him  down  here  in  two  or 
three  days  from  Chicago  to  inspect  the  plant. 
I  will  give  him  the  petition  at  the  earliest  con- 
venience. " 
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It  did  not  take  long  for  Father  Leo  to  draw 
up  an  appropriate  petition,  which  he  left  in 
charge  of  the  manager,  and  then  returned  to 
his  humble  residence.  Days  passed  without 
any  sign  of  Mr.  Sexton's  attention  to  the  letter. 
A  fortnight  later,  however,  the  priest  received 
an  answer  from  the  private  secretary  of  Mr. 
Sexton,  together  with  a  cheque  in  five  figures. 
"  If  the  enclosed  cheque  does  not  cover  your 
expenses  kindly  let  me  hear  from  you  imme- 
diately. 

^'  Mr.  Sexton  regrets  very  much,  that  he  was 
not  able  to  attend  to  this  at  once  himself.  A 
bad  cold  contracted  on  the  journey  is  respon- 
sible for  this. 

"  Mr.  Sexton  would  be  very  pleased  to  receive 
your  visit  as  soon  as  you  have  a  few  leisure 
moments,  to  make  your  personal  acquaintance. 
You  will  find  him  at  the  Queen's  Hotel,  until 
further  notice. 

^'  With  best  greetings  from  Mr.  Sexton,  yours 
faithfully.  " 

Father  Leo  set  out  at  once  to  visit  Mr. 
Sexton  at  the  Queen's  Hotel.  But  on  arriving 
there  was  told,  that  the  doctors  had  ordered  his 
removal  to  the  hospital,  kept  by  the  Sisters 
of  Charity,  an  English  Congregation. 

This  was  indeed  Mr.  Sexton's  first  and  un- 
lucky visit  to  that  institute,  though  he  was  by 
no  means  a  stranger  there.  In  fact  it  was  owing 
to  his  generous  subscription  that  the  Sisters 
had  been  in  a  position  to  open  the  hospital  two 
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years  ago,  and  ever  since  he  had  been  a  will- 
ing, liberal  supporter.  As  a  reminder  of  this 
generosity  for  succeeding  future  inmates  two 
sumptuous,  private  rooms  had  been  named  : 
Sexton's  St.  Joseph''  and  Sexton's  St. 
Mary's  "  the  former  for  the  poor  men  the  latter 
for  the  pool"  women.  Many  hospitals  and  insti- 
tutions of  charity  had  in  this  way  erected  to 
Mr.  Sexton  a  lasting  monument  of  gratitude 
and  thus  secured  for  him  the  prayers  of  the 
poor. 

Mr.  Sexton  occupied  No.  12.  His  supposed 
cold  had  developed  into  typhoid  fever  with 
pneumonia  complications. 

Father,  I  am  afraid,  that  Mr.  Sexton  is 
going  to  have  a  hard  fight  for  life.  In  fact  the 
doctors  give  him  up,  "  Sister  Lioba,  the  newly 
arrived  superior  of  the  hospital,  whispered  to 
the  priest  as  she  ushered  him  into  the  presence 
of  the  patient. 

The  multi-miUionaire  was  lying  in  bed,  his 
cheeks  glowing  with  high  fever  and  his  breath 
coming  and  going  in  short,  abrupt  respiration. 
He  tried  to  raise  himself  up  as  the  visitors  enter- 
ed the  room  but  was  told  by  the  Sister  not  to 
move. 

Don't  move,  Mr.  Sexton.  I  just  wanted  to 
introduce  to  you  Rev.  Father  Leo,  —  Father 
Leo  —  Mr.  Sexton,  and  by  the  way,  our  great 
benefactor.  " 

The  sick  man  stretched  out  his  hands  and 
turned  his  kind,  pleased  eyes  upon  the  priest  : 
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I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  Father,  he 
gasped. 

I  am  indeed  very  pleased  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance, Mr.  Sexton,  Father  Leo  returned, 
giving  a  gentle,  affectionate  squeeze  to  the  warm 
hand  of  the  patient.  But  I  am  very  sorry 
to  meet  you  under  such  painful  circumstances. 
Allow  me  at  the  same  time  to  thank  — 

No  !  No  ! Mr.  Sexton  shook  his  head 
decidedly  and  evidently  showed  that  he  did  not 
expect  thanks  for  his  donations. 

Father  Leo  stood  for  some  time  in  silent  con- 
templation of  the  millionaire.  His  hair  was  of 
a  deep  reddish  color  with  many  a  white-grayish 
streak,  a  heavy  moustache  lay  across  his  very 
oval  face  on  which  hardships  had  left  deep  traces. 
The  eyes  were  of  the  same  color  as  the  hair, 
very  kind  and  sympathetic,  the  very  home  of 
kindness  and  compassion. 

^'  Where  on  earth  did  I  see  a  face  like  that 
before  ? the  priest  mused  within  himself .  ^^Ah, 
yes.  .  .  oh  !  But  that  is  not  possible.  A  mere 
coincidence,  that  is  all,  and  he  dismissed  the 
thought. 

I  think  you  are  tired  just  now,  Mr.  Sexton  ; 
so  I  will  leave  you  for  today  and  call  again  to- 
morrow. Good-bye,  for  the  present  ;  courage, 
God  will  not  abandon  you. 

"  Yes,  Father,  do  come  back  to-morrow.  I 
like  to  speak  to  —  you.  ^' 

The  priest  and  the  Sister  left  the  room. 

"  He  seems  very  ill. 
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Yes,  Father,  and  for  my  part  I  think  nothing 
but  a  miracle  will  save  him.  The  doctors  give 
him  up. 

Well,  if  the  doctors  give  him  up,  we  must 
appeal  to  the  doctor-in-chief,  to  God.  A  man 
like  Mr.  Sexton  is  still  needed  in  this  part  of 
the  world,  or  at  least  in  my  parish.  You  have 
just  arrived  here  in  the  West,  Sister  Lioba  ? 

Yes,  Father  ;  I  have  been  transferred  hither 
from  the  south,  where  I  was  for  a  number  of 
years  in  charge  of  a  hospital. 

"  You  like  it  out  here  ? 

<^  Very  much  indeed.  Though  I  have  never 
found  it  hard  to  stay  in  any  place  assigned  to  me 
by  obedience,  I  must  say  that  this  country  with 
its  pure  bracing  air  suits  me  adniirably.  It's 
a  beautiful,  picturesque  country  besides. 

^'  You  must  have  come  from  the  old  country, 
judging  by  your  real  English  accent. 

^'  Yes,  I  was  born  in  England,  Sister  Lioba 
said  as  she  turned  away  to  see  in  what  room  a 
patient  had  rung. 

Excuse  me,  Father,  Mr.  Sexton  has  need  of 
something,  slipping  away  noiselessly  to  answer 
the  bell,  and  leaving  the  priest  quite  perplexed. 
^'  This  is  a  queer  world,  ^'  he  thought. 

^'  Mr.  Sexton  would  like  to  see  you,  Father, 
if  you  have  the  time  ;  else  to-morrow  would  do, 
he  says  :  but  I  think  you  had  better  go  at  once  ; 
one  night  you  know  makes  sometimes  all  the 
difference  in  fever  cases. 

Father  Leo  went  back  to  No.  12  immediately. 
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Mr.  Sexton  bid  him  take  a  seat  close  to  his  bed. 

What  do  the  doctors  think  of  my  illness, 
Father  ?  was  the  blunt  question  of  the  patient. 
For  a  moment  the  priest  was  embarrassed  as  to 
what  to  answer.  Mr.  Sexton  noticed  it. 

You  need  not  be  afraid  to  tell  me,  Father, 
if  you  know  it.  No,  you  do  me  a  service.  I  am 
very  ill,  I  know  it  myself. 

^'  Yes,  Mr.  Sexton,  you  are  very  ill,  and  the 
doctors  have  not  much  hope  for  you.  But  I  have 
confidence  in  God. 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  dying.  Father,  no  I  think 
I  have  every  reason  to  hope  that  God  will  be  to 
me  a  merciful  judge.  I  have  erred  and  sinned, 
but  it  w^as  through  levity  of  mind,  through  bad 
influence.  "  Mr.  Sexton  stopped  for  a  moment 
as  if  to  recall  to  mind  something  ;  he  shuddered, 
and  tears  ran  down  upon  the  pillows  —  Yes, 
through  bad  influence  ! 

Never  mind,  Mr.  Sexton,  about  the  past. 
You  have  done  all  you  could,  I  am  sure  ,to  atone 
for  your  wrongs.  God  will  not  argue  with  you 
about  them  anymore.  You  must  place  your 
heart  full  of  filial  confidence  in  the  hands  of  the 
Almighty.  Or  is  there  perhaps  something  that 
troubles  you  ? 

There  is  nothing  which  really  frightens  me. 
I  have  done  penance  for  my  transgressions 
God  knows  how  hard  and  how  long.  But  one 
thing  will  keep  on  turning  up  before  my  liiind,  no 
matter  how  hard  I  try  to  shake  it  off.  he 
trembled  visibly  at  the  recollection  of  that 
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something  —  Is  there  any  one  in  the  room 
with  us  ?    he  asked. 

^'  No,  we  are  all  by  ourselves.  Only  God  is 
our  Witness.  , 

^'  Then,  please,  come  nearer  to  me,  I  will 
speak  to  you  about  my  life.  Perhaps  then  I 
shall  find  peace  and  rest  at  that  sacrifice.  Out- 
side the  confessional  I  have  never  mentioned 
anything  of  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you  now.  " 

Perhaps,  Mr.  Sexton,  this  may  tire  you  too 
much.  If  it  is  nothing  that  —  ^' 

"  No,  Father,  I  am  strong  enough.  I  will  not 
take  chances  on  my  life.  I  must  confide  my  secrets 
to  you.  Sit  down,  if  you  please.  It  has  been  a 
very  eventful  life  I  have  had.  But  I  shall  try 
to  be  short  and  concise. 

Father  Leo  had  risen,  but  now  sat  down  again 
and  listened. 


CHAPTER  XXI 


A  millionaire's  confession  makes  old 

FRIENDS  MEET  AGAIN. 

o  begin  with  the  beginning,  Mr.  Sexton 
went  on  as  Father  Leo  sat  down,  I  must  say. 
that  America  is  not  my  native  land.  I  was  born 
and  bred  in  the  old  country.  My  father  held 
the  office  of  Major  in  the  German  Army.  My 
mother  died  shortly  after  I  was  born  and  conse- 
quently I  never  knew  her  ;  but  I  learned  from 
father  that  she  was  very  beautiful  and  worldly  ; 
that  she  was  the  cause  of  all  the  unhappiness 
which  drove  him  to  despair  and  made  him  seek 
solace  in  gambling  and  racing.  In  a  few  years, 
the  magnificent  estate  was  lost  and  would  have 
been  sold,  but  for  the  kindness  of  an  uncle  of 
ours,  who  volunteered  to  give  security  for  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars. 

Papa  had  promised  that  never  more  would 
he  engage  in  the  unworthy,  disastrous  kind  of 
amusement.  But  passion  in  that  direction  was 
too  strong  for  him.  Again  he  lost  ;  and  that 
time  no  less  than  five  hundred  thousand  dollars. 
Uncle  could  not  stand  for  that  amount  and  this 
filled  the  heart  of  my  father  with  rage  and  a- 
version  against  his  hitherto  inseparable  friend. 
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A  diabolical  thought  had  turned  up  in  his  mind. 
I  was  the  pet of  my  uncle,  the  colonel  ; 
I  knew  where  he  kept  his  papers  and  seals  ;  I 
had  to  go  into  the  room  whilst  uncle  was  absent 
and  bring  the  documents  and  seals  to  my  father. 
Oh  !  how  I  felt  that  cowardly  action  lower  me 
in  my  own  eyes  ;  how  I  hated  this  act  of  sub- 
servience to  my  father,  and  for  the  first  time  I 
uttered  a  curse  against  him.  0  God  ! 

This  was  not  all.  Arrived  at  my  house,  I  had 
to  sit  down  and  forge  the  hand-writing  of  the 
colonel.  It  was  exactly  hke  it  and  I  was  flattered 
by  it.  Two  men  were  present  as  witness,  and 
the  security  was  duly  sent  in  to  the  bank  for 
five  hundred  thousand,  dollars. 

This  was  my  first  crim^e,  and  perhaps  the  root 
of  all  the  others.  A  short  time  after  this,  my 
father  was  found  dead,  drowned  in  the  moat 
that  surrounded  the  castle. 

The  colonel,  my  uncle,  had  compassion  on 
me  and  treated  me  as  his  own  child.  I  was  then 
sixteen  years  old.  Through  his  influence  I  found 
admission  into  the  Eoyal  Military  School,  and 
remained  there  four  years  with  his  youngest 
son  Hermann  —  Father  Leo  made  an  involun- 
tary move  —  a  very  bright  young  man,  who 
at  the  end  of  the  course  came  out  as  First  of 
First.  I,  on  the  other  hand  failed  in  all  my 
examinations  ;  because  I  did  not  feel  it  to  be 
my  vocation  to  be  a  soldier,  I  studied  mechanics 
instead.  I  wanted  to  be  an  engineer.  This 
did  not  please  my  uncle  who  desired  that  I 
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should  take  to  the  miUtary  career.  I  could  not. 

One  day,  just  before  the  last  examinations, 
I  summed  up  all  my  courage  and  visited  the 
colonel  to  explain  to  him  in  the  first  place  that 
I  could  not  be  a  soldier  ;  in  the  second,  that  the 
heart  of  his  only  daughter,  Teresa,  belonged 
to  me,  and  that  I  had  come  to  ask  for  her  hand 
from  him.  "  That  cannot  be,  "  he  replied  in 
an  icy  tone.  Teresa  must  not  marry  a  man  who 
has  no  position  in  the  army.  You  take  your 
choice.  ^'  And  with  this  I  was  shown  the  door. 

Disappointed  and  enraged  at  this  cold,  stern 
dismissal,  I  left  the  manor-house.  I  knew  Teresa 
would  keep  her  word,  but  I  had  not  the  courage 
to  face  her  anymore.  My  heart  was  filled  with 
hatred  for  everything  which  reminded  me  of 
my  lost  happiness.  I  became  jealous  of  the  col- 
onel's son  on  account  of  his  talents,  which,  had 
I  had  them,  would  have  made  me  the  happiest 
man  in  the  world.  One  night,  at  the  instigation  of 
some  of  my  fellow  students,  jealous  of  him  like 
myself,  and  heated  by  wine,  I  became  uninten- 
tionally his  murderer. 

Mr.  Sexton,  almost  exhausted  by  the  exertion 
of  speaking  but  chiefly  by  the  sad,  bitter  re- 
collection of  his  life,  stopped  for  some  time  and 
allowed  abundant  tears  to  run  down  his  care- 
worn face.  Then  he  continued  without  being 
interrupted  by  the  priest  : 

^VThe  horrible  crime  restored  me  to  my  senses  ; 
but  instead  of  presenting  myself  to  the  police 
and  explaining  everything,  I  decided  to  leave 
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the  country  at  once.  The  next  train  carried  me 
safely  across  the  frontier  into  Holland  ;  thence 
I  went  to  England  in  search  of  work.  I  wrote 
to  Teresa  and  confessed  all  ;  but  till  this  day, 
I  have  never  heard  anything  of  her,  nor  about 
my  home.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  never  cared  to  do 
so. 

The  first  four  months  I  worked  like  an  ordi- 
nary miner  in  the  coal  fields  of  England  ;  but 
soon  was  noticed  by  the  managers,  and  was 
employed  in  the  engineering  department.  There 
I  made  acquaintance  with,  and  became  the  in- 
timate friend  of  the  manager,  Mr.  Bluestone,  who 
had  considerable  capital  set  aside  as  the  result 
of  hard,  honest  labor.  He  had  been  brought  up 
in  an  orphanage,  studied  engineering  by  himself 
in  his  free  time  and  thus  had  mounted  the  ladder 
of  good  luck  and  honesty. 

After  two  years  in  England,  I  left  for  America 
with  Mr.  Bluestone,  who,  together  with  other 
capitalists,  had  been  speculating  about  a  coal 
mine  proposition  in  the  new  world.  Bluestone 
was  president  and  I  was  appointed  manager. 
Fortune  favored  the  ^  Diamond  Coal  Company^ 
exceptionally  well,  so  that,  when  six  years  ago 
the  coal  field  was  sold  to  another  company. 
Mr.  Bluestone  came  out  as  a  multi-millionaire. 

We  were  inseparable  friends  and  looked 
upon  one  another  as  brothers.  Yes,  we  were 
inseparable,  until  the  cold,  icy  hand  of  death 
snatched  away  from  me  the  only  friend  I  had. 

When  the  will  was  opened  by  Mr.  Bluesto- 

16 
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nes's  lawyer,  it  was  found  that  he  had  instituted 
me  universal  heir  to  all  he  had  and  possessed. 

But,  in  spite  of  my  great  wealth,  I  have  never 
been  happy  for  these  last  sixteen  years  since  the 
night  of  the  murder.  The  faces  of  Teresa  and 
Hermann  haunt  me  wherever  I  go,  I  have  desired 
many  a  time  to  open  my  heart  to  a  priest,  I  have 
even  called  on  priests  several  times  for  that 
reason,  but  courage  failed  me  as  soon  as  I  entered 
their  presence.  I  wonder  how  I  have  been  able 
to  tell  you  all  this  at  our  first  meeting.  It  is 
not  the  fear  of  death,  which  presses  this  avowal 
from  my  heart  ;  no,  Father,  it  was  something  in 
your  eyes,  something  inexplicable  that  drew  this 
secret  from  my  heart  and  opened  my  mouth.  " 

Mr.  Sexton  stopped  and  moved  his  hand  to- 
wards the  priest.  Father  Leo  took  it  into  one 
of  his  and  with  the  other  fondled  the  patient's 
head  ;  and  the  millionaire  smiled  in  child-Uke 
happiness. 

Now,  Father,  I  want  to  do  something  I  have 
never  thought  of  until  now.  I  want  to  dispose 
of  my  fortune  in  case  God  might  take  me  away 
from  this  world.  I  have  given  freely  to  churches, 
hospitals,  schools  and  charitable  institutions 
and  if  God  thinks  best  to  give  me  my  health 
again,  I  shall  do  so  for  the  future  likewise.  But 
I  think  that  my  father's  debts  should  be  paid  by 
me  in  any  case,  since  I  am  able  to  do  so.  I  would 
like  you  to  write  out  my  Testament  to  that  effect. 
If  you  do  not  mind  going  over  to  the  table,  there, 
you  will  find  in  the  drawer  all  you  need  for  it.'' 
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Father  Leo  rose  and  found  the  necessary 
material.  He  then  arranged  a  Uttle  table  near 
the  bed  and  waited  for  the  patient  to  dictate 
his  last  Will. 

Are  you  ready,  Father  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Sexton,  you  will  please  dictate  to 
me. 

And  Mr.  Sexton,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
bagan  : 

In  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son 
and   of   the   Holy   Ghost,  Amen. 

I,  Louis  Sexton  of  Chicago,  give  back  to 
God  my  poor  soul  in  the  hope  of  finding  Him  a 
merciful  Judge.  My  body  I  bequath  to  the 
earth,  whence  it  was  taken. 

^^Of  my  property  I  bequeath  the  sum  of  one 
million  dollars  to  the  Count  Frederick  William 
von  Hornstein- Verleburg,  as  an  indemnification 
for  security  given  in  favor  of  the  late  Count 
Henry  von  Stolzenburg. 

^'  I  bequeath  the  sum  of  two  million  dollars 
to  the  children  of  the  afore-said  Count  Frederick 
William  von  Hornstein- Verleburg,  in  such  a 
manner  that  one  million  dollars  be  the  portion 
of  Lady  Teresa  von  Verleburg,  if  still  alive,  the 
remaining  million  dollars  to  be  divided  in  equal 
portions  between  the  two  remaining  sons,  Fred- 
erick and  William.  If,  however,  one  or  the  other 
of  these  have  died,  the  sum  shall  become  the 
property  of  the  surviving  one.  If  both  are  dead- 
it  shall  be  turned  over  to  the  afore  said  Lady  Te- 
resa. If  neither  of  the  children  be  alive,  the  com- 
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plete  sum  shall  be  turned  over  to  the  Verleburg 
estate. 

^'  The  property  I  hold  in  Chicago,  New- York 
and  Washington,  shall  be  sold  and  the  proceeds 
thereof  be  turned  over  to  the  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Highmount  for  the  erection  and  equipment 
of  a  new  seminary,  the  remaining  funds  shall  be 
applied  for  the  education  of  poor  young  men, 
who  wish  to  study  for  the  priesthood. 

"  The  newly  established  plant  of  North  Fair 
View  shall  be  sold,  and  the  proceeds  thereof 
be  divided  in  the  following  manner  :  Father 
Leo  shall  receive  the  sum  of  one  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars  for  the  erection  of  a  new  church 
and  monastery,  in  North  Fair  View  and  another 
fifty  thousand  dollars  for  the  opening  of  an 
orphanage  there. 

"  The  hospital  of  Fair  View  shall  receive  one 
hundred  thousand  dollars  for  necessary  exten- 
sions and  equipments. 

The  remaining  sum  shall  be  applied  for 
holy  Masses  for  my  poor  soul,  for  my  parents^ 
and  relations',  and  for  Hermann  von  Verle- 
burg. 

Mr.  Sexton  shut  his  eyes  as  if  to  review  in  mind 
the  different  articles  of  his  testament  in  case 
he  might  have  forgotten  something. 

I  think.  Father,  that  is  all;  would  you 
please  read  it  to  me. 

Father  Leo  tried  hard,  but  could  not.  What 
he  had  suspected  from  the  beginning  was  true. 
He  had  met  his  cousin  Louis  once  more,  thousands 
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of  miles  away  from  the  spot  where  he  had  seen 
him  last.  It  required  all  the  soul  of  a  soldier  to 
master  his  feelings  as  he  wrote  down  one  by  one 
the  various  last  desires  of  a  conscience,  tortured 
for  the  last  sixteen  years  on  his  account.  But 
to  disclose  himself  to  the  patient  there  and  then^ 
might  have  been  a  fatal  proceeding,  the  shock 
might  have  proved  to  be  too  much  for  the  fever- 
ish mind  of  his  dear  cousin.  He  stared  at  the 
sheet  of  paper  on  the  table  before  him,  but  was 
not  able  to  read  the  names  of  his  father  and 
sister,  much  less  of  Frederick  who  had  been  dead 
for  the  last  twelve  years.  No  !  he  could  not  ; 
he  would  have  betrayed  himself  at  once. 

Is  there  perhaps  something  you  would  like 
to  suggest  ?  Louis  asked  kindly.  "  You  have 
but  to  say  so  ;  I  shall  be  glad  to  do  anything 
you  may  think  of.  Father. 

Yes,  Mr.  Sexton,  there  is  something  else 
you  should  do, Father  Leo  answered  with 
forced  firmness  of  voice.  "  Not,  indeed  that  you 
could  arrange  your  testament  in  a  more  meri- 
torious way.  No,  I  want  you  to  prevent,  at 
least  for  some  time  the  need  of  your  Testament.'' 

Well,  how  do  you  mean  that.  Father  ?  " 

Doctors  give  you  up,  Mr.  Sexton  ;  why  not 
have  recourse  to  the  Help  of  the  Sick,  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin  Mary  ?  Ask  her  to  give  you  back  your 
health,  if  it  is  God's  holy  Will,  because  you  may 
be  of  great  help  in  the  extension  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  Now  what  I  propose  is  :  Make  the 
vow  to  go  in  pilgrimage  to  the  Shrine  of  Mary  at 
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Lourdes  in  France,  if  she  restores  you  to  health 
again.  She  has  helped  so  many,  she  will  help  you 
likewise. 

"  If  you  think  that  I  am  not  asking  too  much, 
Father,  I  will  certainly  take  that  vow,  and 
besides,  I  promise  to  make  an  offering  of  a  statue, 
you  choose,  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  for  the  new 
church  of  North  Fair  View.  ^' 

Father  Leo  thereupon  pronounced  the  vow, 
which  Mr.  Sexton  repeated  after  him,  slowly, 
solemnly  and  the  face  of  the  millionaire  bright- 
ened up  in  childlike  confidence  in  Mary's  help. 

^'  I  feel  already  half  cured,  Father,  since  I 
have  rolled  that  awful  secret  from  my  heart 
and  conscience,  which  has  oppressed  me  for 
years.  The  rest  I  leave  in  God's  hand.  " 

And  His  holy  Mother's,  Mr.  Sexton.  And 
now  good-bye  for  this  evening.  I  shall  call  again 
to-morrow  morning  .   Good-night.  " 

Good-night,  Father  Leo,  may  God  reward 
your  patience  of  tonight.  "  When  Father  Leo 
left  the  room  of  the  sick  millionaire,  he  entered 
the  room  of  the  King  of  kings,  the  chapel,  to 
thank  Him  for  this  unexpected  meeting  with 
his  lost  cousin. 

"  If  ever  you  meet  Louis,  try  to  be  kind  to 
him  and  do  as  if  nothing  had  happened  between 
you  two,  "  were  the  words  of  Teresa,  which 
echoed  in  his  soul.  How  could  he  do  otherwise  ? 

Father  Leo,  I  think  it  is  time  to  have  your 
supper.  Will  you  do  me  the  favor  of  taking  it 
here  in  the  hospital  ?  " 
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Sister  Lioba  had  noticed  the  priest  entering 
the  chapel  and  had  come  up  to  ask  him  to  take  his 
evening  meal  in  the  parlor.  Father  Leo  accepted 
and  shortly  after  sat  down  for  his  supper. 

Well,  well !  I  have  had  a  nice  surprise, 
today,  Sister  Lioba, he  said,  putting  some 
gravy  on  a  well-cooked  beefsteak  and  helping 
himself  to  a  potatoe.  Mr.  Sexton  is  not  a 
stranger  to  me,  you  know  ;  he  is,  in  fact,  my 
cousin.  I  have  not  seen  him  for  these  last  sixteen 
years  and  never  knew  what  had  become  of  him. 
Is  it  not  strange  that  I  should  meet  him  here  in 
the  West  ?  The  world  is  so  great  and  yet  so 
small  that  one  meets  friends  ever3^here.  His 
right  name  is  Louis  von  Stolzenburg.  " 

That's  very  extraordinary,  indeed,  ^'  the 
Sister  replied.  By  the  by.  Father,  have  you 
ever  been  in  England  ?  '' 

Oh  !  yes,  many  a  time  ;  and  often  do  I 
think  of  the  happy  moments  I  spent  in  '  dear 
old  England'." 

"  Then,  I  think  that  your  name  is  Hermann 
von  Verleburg  !  " 

Father  Leo  looked  dumbfounded  into  the  face 
of  Sister  Lioba  ;  he  discovered  there  the  same 
compassionate  eyes  that  so  often  had  encouraged 
him  in  his  hard  moments  in  years  gone  by  ;  her 
voice  had  fallen  on  his  ears  like  the  sweet  echo 
of  the  distant  past. 

And  you  are  Agnes  of  Churchborough  !  ^' 
Yes,  the  world  is  great  and  yet  we  meet  friends 
everywhere. 


CHAPTER  XXII 


AN  UNEXPECTED  RECOVERY  AND  A  PILGRIMAGE. 

SEfying  all  the  sinister  pregnostications 
of  the  doctors,  the  multi-millionaire  was 
certainly  on  the  way  to  convalescence.  The 
symptoms  of  pnemnonia  gradually  disappeared 
and  the  fever/ after  having  played  its  fantastic 
game  with  the  imagination  of  the  patient  for 
some  days,  changing  his  temperature  from 
Abnormal  High to  ''Abnormal  Low,"  little 
by  little  subsided  and  finally  died  away. 

Father  Leo  had  been  a  faithful  visitor  and  most 
of  his  free  time  was  spent  at  the  bedside  of  his 
cousin.  Now  and  then,  Sister  Lioba  would  come 
in  and  then  there  was  always  an  abundance  of 
happy  recollection  of  years  gone  by,  or  of  wond- 
erful experiences  and  sundry  events  since  their 
last  meeting,  to  furnish  pleasant  topics  for  con- 
versation. Sometimes  Louis  would  smile  as  he 
awoke  to  half-consciousness,  like  a  child  that 
has  been  frightened  or  disturbed  in  its  sleep 
by  some  unaccountable  phantom,  and  then, 
opening  his  eyes,  looks  into  the  kind  face  of  its 
watchful  mother,  and  listens  to  her  well-known 
voice. 

One  day,  as  Father  Leo  entered  the  room. 
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he  found  his  cousin  lying  in  bed  his  eyes  wide 
open.  In  them  shone  again  the  brightness  of 
health  and  happiness.  It  was  a  clear,  sunny, 
November  day  as  only  the  West  can  boast  of 
and  Louis ^  humor  was  in  tune  with  it. 

Well,  Father,  I  thought  you  were  not  com- 
ing today,  he  said,  as  the  priest  opened  the 
door.  I  feel  so  well  now,  that  I  have  even  tried 
to  himi  a  little  song  to  myself.  I  have  not  felt 
so  happy  —  at  least  as  far  as  I  can  remember  — 
for  years.  I  don't  know  why  ;  but  everything 
seems  to  be  brighter  and  lighter.  Do  you  know 
what  I  feel  like  ? 

That  must  be  pretty  hard  to  say,  I  am  sure, 
Mr.  Sexton.  I  have  never  passed  through  typhoid 
fever  or  pneumonia. 

Oh,  it  is  nothing  in  that  line,  I  can  assure  you, 
Father.  No,  what  I  feel  is  this  :  I  am  going  to 
see  my  friends  again.  Why  or  whence  this  con- 
viction comes  I  cannot  say.  Yet  I  am  positive 
that  I  shall  see  Teresa  once  more.  I  know 
she  has  forgiven  me  all  my  offences  and  is  still 
waiting  for  me  after  all  these  years. 

There  is  nothing  improbable  in  that  Mr. 
Sexton.  I  know  for  certain  that  — 

You  know  for  certain,  what,  Father  ? 
Louis  bounced  up  in  bed  and  stared  at  the 
priest  in  surprised  expectation.    Father  Leo 
turned  away  and  tried  to  look  unconcernedly 
through  the  large  windows. 

Oh  —  well  —  I  only  meant  to  say,  that 
things  like  that  have  happened  before  now,  and 
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that  they  can  happen  even  now,  you  know. 

"  Excuse  me,  Father,  if  I  ask  you  a  few  ques- 
tions. You  have,  no  doubt,  been  in  the  old 
country,  judging  by  the  extensive  knowledge 
you  have  of  it  ;  nay,  I  think  you  have  been  born 
and  brought  up  in  the  old  world,  have  you  not  ? 

Yes,  Mr.  Sexton, uncomfortably. 

Have  you  ever  heard  of  the  Verleburger 
family  in  Germany  ?  I  think  some  years  ago 
there  was  quite  an  excitement  about  it  in  the 
papers.  Have  you  perchance  read  something 
relating  to  this  ? 

Yes  —  I  think  so  —  but  that  must  be  a 
long  time  ago,  I  presume,  pretending  to 
search  every  nook  and  corner  of  his  memory. 

Do  you  remember  what  it  was  about  ? 
Anything  relating  to  the  murder  of  Hermann 
von  Verleburg,  after  coming  out  at  the  Academy 
as  Tirst  of  First'  ? 

Well,  now,  I  almost  think  that  it  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  that.  Let  me  see  —  oh,  yes  ! 
that's  it.  I  read  in  the  papers  that  Hermann  von 
Verleburg  had  been  attacked  and  dangeroulsy 
wounded  on  the  head  and  another  man  had  met 
his  death  after  an  Academic  Beer  Evening.  I 
think  that  man's  name  was  Anton  Zimbel  or 
Zambel  ;  I  don't  know  exactly  which.  " 

^'  According  to  that  I  did  not  kill  Hermann 
von  Verleburg  ?  Is  that  what  you  mean  to  say. 
Father  ?  " 

Yes,  precisely.  " 

Then  you  —  are  —  Hermann  —  !  Your 
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voice  and  the  scar  on  your  head  betray  you  !  " 

Yes,  Louis,  I  am  Hermann  ! 
Not  a  word  was  said  for  a  long  time  ;  for  the 
hearts  of  the  two  cousins  were  filled  with  sen- 
timents similar  to  those  which  thousands  of 
years  ago  overwhelmed  the  heart  of  Joseph  and 
his  brethren  in  Egypt  as  they  recognized  each 
other  ;  both  wept. 

And  you  have  forgiven  me  ?  the  million- 
aire asked  incredulously,  yet  with  tears  of  hope 
in  his  eyes  and  holding  the  priest's  hand  tightly 
clasped  to  his  bosom. 

I  never  harbored  a  thought  of  revenge  or 
enmity  against  you  in  my  heart,  dear  Louis.  No  ! 
I  felt  always  sorry  for  you.  Besides,  even  if  I 
had  felt  angry  with  you,  Teresa  would  have  cured 
me  of  that  very  quickly.  " 

A  thrill  of  delight  went  through  the  frame  of 
Louis  at  this  hint  of  Teresa's  forgiveness. 

And  Teresa  is  still  alive  ?  " 

Oh,  yes.  " 

"  And  may  I  hope  that  she  has  pardoned 
me  ?  '' 

As  certainly  as  I  have  forgiven  you.  In  fact 
she  was  the  first  one  to  grant  you  complete 
forgiveness.  She  asked  this  as  a  favor  of  me  for 
you.  When  I  left  home  years  ago,  her  last  peti- 
tion was  :  ^  If  ever  you  find  Louis  try  to  be 
kind  to  him,  and  do  as  if  nothing  had  happened 
between  you  and  him.  '  Every  letter  brings  the 
same  petition.  '' 

Is  she  perhaps  —  ''  Louis  did  not  finish 
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the  question,  but  glanced  wistfully,  hesitatingly 
at  his  cousin.  The  priest  understood. 

Oh,  no  !  she  would  never  hear  of  it.  Many 
a  gallant  young  nobleman  and  army  officer  has 
tried  to  win  her  ;  but  under  no  circumstances 
would  she  listen  to  even  the  best  of  proposals. 
She  had  pledged  herself  to  you,  she  told  me,  and 
she  would  heep  her  word. 

Then  I  am  going  to  be  a  happy  man  yet, 
Hermann  ;  and  if  God  gives  me  health,  it  shall 
not  be  long  before  I  am  home  once  more  and 
share  my  wealth  with  Teresa.'' 

Volumes  would  not  suffice  to  relate  all  that 
was  said,  asked  and  answered  in  No.  12  that  day 
and  many  a  day  after.  Sister  Lioba  had  been 
initiated  into  the  secrets  and  happiness  of  the 
two,  and  she  rejoiced  as  if  it  had  been  her  own 
brothers  —  had  she  had  any  —  that  had  found 
each  other  again  after  years  of  hardships  and 
absence.  Plans  were  made,  for  the  pilgrimage  to 
Lourdes  and  by  the  beginning  of  December 
everything  was  ready  for  the  journey  to  that 
shrine  of  Our  Lady,  and  to  Verleburg.  Louis 
had  insisted  on  having  Hermann  with  him  and 
had  written  to  this  effect  to  the  Provincial  Su- 
perior of  the  Franciscans.  He  had  explained 
everything  and  a  few  days  later  all  permissions 
were  granted  and  the  way  was  open.  Louis 
wanted  to  make  a  sudden  appearance,  at  the 
Verleburg  and  give  thus  a  great  surprise  to 
everybody.  This  motion  was,  however,  defeated 
by  two  votes  against  one.  Father  Leo  and 
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Sister  Lioba  rightly  thought  that  such  a  pro- 
ceding  might  have  fatal  consequences  ;  that  the 
Countess,  as  well  as  Teresa  should  be  prepared 
for  it  by  means  of  a  letter.  The  priest  therefore 
sat  down  and  wrote  : 

Dearest  Mother  and  Sister  :  —  May  God 
grant  you  peace.  My  letter  is  going  to  be  short 
this  time  but  —  sweet.  You  may  expect  me 
home  for  Christmas,  together  with  a  friend  of 
mine.  I  have  found  the  lost  sheep  whom  you 
perhaps  remember  Louis.  We  are  setting 
out  just  now  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Lourdes,  where 
I  shall  not  forget  you,  papa  especially.  Kindly 
notify  good  Father  Francis  of  this  and  accept 
the  heartiest  blessing  and  fondest  love  from  your 
son  and  brother. 

Fr.  Leo,  0.  F.  M. 

P.  S.  ^ —  Louis  wishes  to  tell  you,  as  he  is  not 
able  to  send  you  the  blessing  of  a  priest,  he  would 
like  to  join  his  love  to  mine  and  thus  make  it 
acceptable  to  you,  particularly  to  Teresa.  I 
think  the  aforesaid  precaution  not  at  all  neces- 
sary to  ensure  a  kind  acceptance.  — F.  L. 

Lourdes  is  always  beautiful  to  the  eyes  of  the 
curious  traveller  as  well  as  to  those  of  simple, 
holy  Faith.  The  one  will  gaze  in  silent  rapture 
from  the  famous  Pyrenees  down  upon  the  little 
village  with  its  old  castle,  rising  in  all  the  pride 
of  antiquity  from  out  the  clear,  bubbling 
waters  of  the  Gave,  which  winds  its  way  obs- 
tinately over  obstructing  rocks  through  the 
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narrow  valley  of  the  mountains.  It  is  a  typical 
Swiss  scene  transported  to  southern  France. 
But  far  greater  is  the  beauty  of  this  hallowed  spot 
to  the  eye  of  Faith,  which  sees  from  one  end  of 
the  year  to  the  other,  thousands  of  pious  pil- 
grims from  every  part  of  the  globe,  cross  the 
lofty  Pyrenees  covered  with  eternal  snow,  stand- 
ing like  vessels  of  incense  around  the  Grotto,  or 
traverse  the  plain  which  divides  Tarbes  from 
Lourdes,  and  kneel  down  in  humble  supplica- 
tion before  the  shrine  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven, 
or  seek  their  cure  in  the  miraculous  water  of 
the  piscina.  On  and  on  they  come  in  endless 
succession  in  carriages,  on  foot,  by  special  trains, 
to  join  in  the  praises  to  God  and  the  prayers 
to  Mary. 

Atheists  and  infidels  take  part  in  these  demons- 
trations of  Faith  ;  they  mount  with  the  immense 
processions  of  torch-bearing  faithful  in  serpent- 
like zig-zag  up  the  mountain.  They  admire 
the  thousandfold  Ave  Maria  pronounced  in 
every  language  times  without  number,  re-echoing 
from  across  the  valley  in  blended  harmony  ; 
they  kneel  down  with  the  crowd  before  the  Grotto 
and  there,  perhaps  after  years  of  unbelief  and 
doubt,  learn  once  more  to  pray  and  to  beUeve 
as  they  behold  the  marvellous  cures  which  may 
be  witnessed  during  almost  every  pilgrimage. 

Of  course  there  are  always  some  "  strong 
minds "  so  completely  blind-folded  by  their 
superiority  as  unbelievers  that  they  will  not 
bend  their  neck  before  facts  howsoever  miracu- 
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lous.  They  find  in  Lourdes  rather  a  beautiful 
demonstration  of  what  human  imagination  can 
create,  more  especially  among  Catholics.  Yet 
Holy  Bible  tells  us,  that  even  in  the  Old  Law 
God  had  provided  for  suffering  mankind  a  place 
of  cure  for  any  kind  of  disease,  in  the  wonderful 
piscina  at  Bethsaida,  the  waters  of  which  were 
at  certain  moments  set  in  motion  by  an  Angel 
of  the  Lord  ;  and  whosoever  descended  the 
first  into  the  pool  was  healed  of  his  malady.  Why 
not  admit  such  a  favor,  at  least  its  possibility, 
in  the  New  Law,  the  Law  of  love  ? 

But  whatever  outsiders  may  think  and  say  of 
Lourdes,  they  cannot  deny  that  Catholics 
greatly  benefit  by  their  Faith  and  have  a  right 
to  point  to  many  of  the  stupendous  cures  wrought 
in  Lourdes,  as  to  the  realization  of  Christ's 
premise,  that  signs  like  that  should  follow  his 
true  disciples. 

Father  Leo  and  Louis  meanwhile  are  rapidly 
approaching  their  happy  destination.  The 
Pyrenees  are  close  by  and  draw  nearer  all  the 
time.  Their  eyes  are  fixed  on  the  holy  Mountain, 
whence  has  come  salvation  for  many  ;  their 
hearts  beat  impatiently  and  when  at  last  the 
train  pulls  up  to  the  platform  in  Lourdes,  they 
have  not  time  to  take  in  the  natural  beauty  of 
the  place  or  hear  the  obsequious  voices  of  the 
porters  ;  they  see  but  one  thing  :  the  Basilika, 
they  hear  but  one  greeting  :  Ave  Maria  —  Hail 
Mary  —  murmured  and  sung  by  fifteen  thou- 
sand Spanish  pilgrims  around  the  church,  before 
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the  grotto,  along  the  river's  banks,  up  on  the 
mountain.  They  have  but  one  desire,  one  wish  : 
to  kneel  down  on  the  hallowed  ground  of  Mary, 
and  there  amid  the  burning  candles  before  the 
statue  commemorating  the  apparition,  sing  a 
hearty  Magnificat  of  love,  of  thanks. 

Their  journey  is  at  an  end.  Unmindful  of 
all  the  hustle  around,  they  kneel  down  and  send 
up  their  prayers  with  those  of  army  officers 
in  gorgeous  uniforms,  and  of  poor  peasants  in 
rustic  attire.  Louis  the  millionaire  feels  him- 
self indebted  to  the  Virgin  Mary  and  does  his 
best  to  pay  off  his  debts  of  gratitude,  and  at 
the  same  time  asks  for  another  favor,  the  hand 
of  Teresa.  Father  Leo,  too,  repeats  in  his  heart 
with  unusual  fervor  the  Magnificat  for  having 
so  unexpectedly  found  his  lost  cousin.  But 
uppermost  in  his  soul  is  the  petition  for  his 
father's  recovery. 

They  remained  in  Lourdes  for  about  a  week, 
recommending  to  God  through  the  interces- 
sion of  Mary,  their  respective  needs  and  desires. 
When  they  left  this  world-renowned  shrine,  it 
was  with  the  conviction  that  their  prayers  had 
been  heard. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


THE  PROPHECY  IS  FULFILLED,   FOR  ALL 
ARE  HOME  ONCE  MORE  ON  CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

^T  was  a  busy,  busy  day  everywhere  and  for 
everybody  ;  for  on  the  morrow  was  once 
more  Christmas.  The  gloomy  clouds  of  last 
week  had  passed  away,  leaving  the  world  well 
covered  with  a  soft  layer  of  pure  snow,  rendered 
still  more  beautiful  by  the  golden  and  crimson 
rays  of  the  setting  sun.  From  the  nigh  forest, 
across  the  half-frozen  river,  resounded  the  merry 
peals  of  laughter  of  children,  busily  occupied 
in  procuring  little  bushy  fir-trees  to  serve  as  the 
traditional  bearers  of  sundry  toys,  other  pre- 
sents and  colored  candles,  bought  just  then  by 
the  parents. 

Everything  was  alive  in  the  village  and  all  were 
ready  to  give  a  helping  hand  to  finish  the  deco- 
rations along  the  street  from  the  station  to  the 
Manor  House  ;  for  this  Christmas  was  not  as  the 
preceding  ones.  At  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening 
the  ^'  Northern  Express  would  deposit  on  the 
platform  the  youngest  son  of  the  afiiicted  colonel, 
Hermann  von  Verleburg,  heir  to  the  estate  and 
once  :  First  of  First at  the  Royal  Military 
Academy  of  Blumfeld. 

17 
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This  was  sufficient  reason  for  the  good  people 
of  the  village  to  give  him  an  unusual  reception 
after  an  absence  of  over  sixteen  years.  But  Her- 
mann was  not  coming  back  as  an  officer  of  high 
rank  in  gorgeous  uniform  and  with  golden 
epaulets  to  take  possession  of  the  manor-house  ; 
no,  he  was  coming  as  a  missionary  from  the  vast 
plains  of  America,  as  a  priest  of  the  Order  of 
St.  Francis,  and  this  merited  in  the  eyes  of  the 
faithful  villagers  an  ovation,  the  like  of  which 
had  not  been  seen  in  Verleburg,  nor  is  likely  to 
be  seen  in  future  years.  Enormous  triumphal 
arches  of  green  laurel  and  fir  branches  spanned 
the  road  at  equal  distances  between  the  manor- 
house  and  the  station,  and  the  platform  had 
literally  been  turned  into  a  carpet  of  flowers  and 
green  leaves,  overshadowed  by  a  magnificent 
dome  of  wreaths  and  garlands.  The  manor-house 
had  been  the  first  to  put  on  a  festal  air,  and 
gradually  the  busy  hands  had  worked  down  the 
road  as  far  as  the  station,  leaving  everywhere 
the  imprint  of  exaltation. 

It  was  late  and  dark  before  the  general  su- 
pervisor found  everything  in  good  order  and 
dismissed  the  workers  with  the  injunction  to 
be  present,  one  and  all,  by  at  least  half  past  eight 
at  the  station  for  the  reception  of  the  illustrious 
guest  of  the  day. 

But  long  before  the  appointed  time,  the 
platform  was  crowded  with  people  awaiting 
anxiously  the  arrival  of  the  train.  Innumerable 
Chinese-lanterns  threw  their   calm,  peaceful 
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light  around  and  gave  to  the  station  the  appe- 
arance of  a  portion  of  fairy-land.  Soon  the  Coun- 
tess, leading  the  old  colonel,  was  announced 
together  with  William  the  major,  and  Teresa 
the  idol  of  the  village.  Good  Father  Francis,  too, 
was  there  with  the  perennial,  supernatural 
smile  on  his  face.  A  thundering  series  of  cheers 
received  the  newxomers,  which  repeated  itself 
time  without  number  from  the  gables  of  the 
houses  and  gradually  died  away  in  the  quiet, 
silent  forests. 

At  last  the  powerful  light  of  the  engine  was 
seen  and  as  it  came  nearer,  a  mysterious  silence 
fell  upon  the  crowd.  The  huge  locomotive  rattled 
panting  along  the  platform  throwing  cinders 
and  ashes  upon  the  heads  of  the  people  as  if  in 
penance  for  the  cruel  injustice  committed  years 
ago  against  the  heir  of  Verleburg.  The  people 
seemed  to  take  it  that  way,  too  ;  for  no  one 
moved  or  tried  to  escape  this  rain  of  dust. 

The  brakes  grind,  the  train  stops.  A  religious, 
clad  in  brown  descends,  followed  by  a  well  built 
gentleman.  The  dead  silence  continued  until  the 
Countess  and  her  suite  hurried  towards  the  priest 
to  salute  him,  as  also  the  other  gentleman.  Then 
the  people  knew  no  longer  what  to  do.  Shouts 
of  welcome  rang  through  the  air  and  completely 
overpowered  the  sweet  music  of  the  village 
orchestra,  prepared  with  so  much  patience, 
perseverance  and  care.  Nothing  was  audible 
to  anybody  except  a  deafening  noise  of  gladness 
and  joy.    In  vain  did  the  general  supervisor 
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of  this  beautifully  planned  reception  lift  his 
hand  in  supplication  for  silence  to  read  his  ar- 
tistically illuminated  address.  Neither  was  Fa- 
ther Leo's  effort  to  obtain  silence  crowned  with 
better  success.  Everyone  felt  like  shouting  for 
joy,  and  this  joy  no  one  was  able  to  take  away 
from  them. 

What  may  have  been  the  first  words  of  greet- 
ing between  Father  Leo  and  his  family,  and  bet- 
ween Louis  and  Teresa,  we  cannot  say  ;  they 
were  lost  in  the  repeated  cheers  of  the  crowd. 
But  the  embraces  were  long  and  hearty  and  many 
a  tear  of  joy  was  seen  rolling  down  the  happy 
faces. 

At  length  they  were  able  to  work  their  way 
through  the  multitude  and  amid  renewed  cheers 
and  music  drove  off  to  the  manor-house,  where 
another  crowd  had  gathered  to  give  Hermann  a 
second  ovation. 

"  Home  once  more,  the  priest  said,  kissing 
his  mother,  ^'  and  you  have  changed  quite  a  bit 
during  my  absence  ;  and  Teresa  too  —  and 
what  about  dear  — 

But  the  colonel  retreated  further  into  the 
hall  with  a  look  of  childish  surprise  on  his  wrinkl- 
ed face.  Dear  papa  did  not  recognize  his  darling 
boy  of  old  ;  that  was  the  bitter  drop  for  the 
son's  heart.  He  tried  again  to  get  closer  to  him  ; 
spoke  to  him  kindly,  and  at  last  came  within 
reach  of  his  hand. 

Now,  dear  father,  will  you  not  say  welcome 
to  me,  to  Hermann  ?  '' 
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Yes,  thank  you,  nice  weather,  sir,  lots  of 
wounded  in  this  battle,  you  know  —  but  you 
wait  till  to-morrow,  well  pay  them  back.  I  am 
rather  tired,  may  I  go  to  my  room  ? 

^'  But,  dear  papa,  you  know  me,  don't  you  ? 
Hermann's  voice  broke. 

Oh,  yes  to-morrow  morning,  we'll  get  even 
with  them,  I  tell  you.  " 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  so  sad  as  to  see 
persons,  whom  we  knew  and  in  whose  presence 
we  have  passed  the  sweetest  and  happiest  mo- 
ments of  our  life,  deprived  of  the  right  use  of 
their  mental  faculty,  so  as  to  be  completely  inca- 
pable to  seize  our  thoughts  and  share  our  happi- 
ness and  in  their  turn  communicate  to  us  their 
own.  This  with  regard  to  mere  friends.  But 
words  fail  to  describe  our  feelings  if  such  a  calam- 
ity befalls  one  of  our  own  kith  and  kin  whose 
intelligence  was  admired  not  simply  by  our 
filial  affection,  but  by  the  wise  and  learned  of 
the  world  outside. 

A  deap  silence  ensued  as  Teresa  took  her  father 
by  the  arm  and  led  him  to  his  room.  Father  Leo 
followed  them  with  painful  looks  until  the  door 
closed  behind  them. 

"  Oh,  that  is  sad  indeed,  very  sad,  "  he  sighed. 
"  But  I  have  hope  that  he  will  recover  his  mind,  I 
am  positive  that  God  will  hear  our  prayers.  Yes, 
I  am,"  the  priest  added  with  evident  confidence. 

"  Well,  nothing  but  a  miracle  will  cure  him,'' 
the  Countess  replied,  "  there  is  nothing  more 
to  be  hoped  for  from  the  doctors.  " 
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That  is  what  I  do  expect,  a  miracle.  I  have 
brought  a  very  powerful  medicine  with  me  which 
has  helped  when  nothing  else  was  of  any  avail. 
You  must  give  him  some  of  it  tonight.  But  now 
the  best  thing  would  be  to  go  to  the  dining  room 
and  lunch.  " 

He  had  regained  his  usual  good  humor  and 
this  cheered  up  the  others  likewise. 

^'  Why,  Louis,  you  are  as  meek  and  humble 
as  a  lamb  tonight,  "  Father  Leo  said  jestingly, 
patting  his  cousin  on  the  shoulder.  "  I  suppose 
you  do  not  need  an  introduction  to  mother, 
William,  or  Teresa  ?  You  are  at  home  as  in 
years  gone  by,  only  more  so,  believe  me  ;  I 
can  read  that  on  the  faces  of  all.  Just  look  at 
Teresa. 

"  Now,  you  should  not  tease  me  like  that, 
Hermann  —  I  do  not  like  the  idea  of  calling 
you  by  any  other  name  —  I  do  not  see  why  he 
should  pay  any  special  attention  to  me.  Louis 
is  welcomed  by  everybody  in  Verleburg.  " 

"  But  more  than  all  by  you.  Lady  Teresa,  it 
is  useless  to  try  to  hide  your  affection  for  Louis 
now  that  he  is  present.  Own  up,  after  all  these 
years  of  lamentation,  "  Major  Wilham  shouted 
triumphantly. 

Louis  looked  at  Teresa  with  happiness  beam- 
ing from  his  eyes.  But  Teresa  dropping  her  own, 
betrayed  herself  to  the  whole  family  by  blushing 
scarlet 

Ah  !  that  is  doubtless  Alma,  the  priest 
said,  rising  and  advancing  to  meet  William^s 
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wife  who  entered  the  room  after  seeing  her  three 
children  off  to  sleep. 

That  was  at  least  one  who  not  being  known 
to  Louis  needed  an  introduction,  which,  by  the 
way,  served  to  turn  the  conversation  into  a 
different  channel  and  made  Louis  and  Teresa 
feel  more  at  ease. 

After  an  absence  of  so  many  years  those  hearts 
so  greatly  attached  to  one  another  had  so  much 
to  say  and  to  ask  that  not  even  the  beginning 
could  be  made  that  night.  Father  Leo  accordingly 
declared  that  the  best  thing  to  be  done  would 
be  to  retire  to  rest  for  even  one  or  two  hours 
before  midnight  Mass. 

But  Father  Leo,  who  had  been  asked  by  good 
Father  Francis  to  celebrate  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
at  that  tim^e,  did  not  lie  down  to  rest.  Having 
produced  from  his  hand-satchel  a  little  bottle 
of  water  from  the  piscina  at  Lourdes,  he  went 
again  to  his  mother's  room  and  asked  her  to 
give  some  of  this  to  the  colonel  to  drink  and 
wash  his  face  with  the  rest  of  it  without 
delay. 

Teresa  is  the  best  one  for  that,  you  know,  '' 
the  Countess  replied,  she  is  the  only  one  who 
really  can  do  anything  with  him,  and  he  will  take 
anything  from  her.  " 

In  consequence  of  this,  Teresa  was  soon  with 
her  father,  who  without  any  difficulty  took  a 
drink  and  allowed  himself  to  be  washed  by  his 
daughter,  like  a  little  child. 

"|I  must  make  you  look  nice,  papa, ''  she 
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said  coaxingly,  for  lots  of  people  will  see  you 
in  a  few  moments. 

Oh,  yes,  it  is  a  glorious  army,  millions  of 
men,  the  colonel  said  with  a  stupid  smile  upon 
his  face. 

Well,  dear  papa,  there  are  no  soldiers  to- 
night, but  crowds  of  pious  people  will  see  you. 
It  is  Christmas,  you  know. 

Ah  Christmas,  that  is  nice. 

Now,  take  another  drink  of  this  medicine, 
it  will  do  you  good  ;  just  a  little  more. 

Nice,  water,  that,  he  said,  judiciously 
smacking  his  lips  :  nice  water,  I  feel  alright 
now,  thanks. 

I  must  again  touch  your  forehead,  papa,  and 
then  you  are  ready  to  go  to  see  the  people  in 
church. 

Meanwhile  Father  Leo  had  been  driven  over 
to  St.Mary's  to  prepare  for  Mass  and  recommend 
to  God  in  fervent  prayer  the  sad  condition  of  his 
dear  father.  The  sleigh  had  returned  and  waited 
for  the  rest  of  the  Verleburger  family,  who,  after 
so  many  years,  were  once  more  to  appear  all 
together  at  midnight  Mass. 

Soon  everybody  was  ready  and  the  family 
glided  once  more  merrily  over  the  glittering  snow 
towards  the  old  parish  church.  Here  and  there 
lamps  and  Chinese  lanterns  still  shed  their 
faint,  colored  light  from  the  triumphal  arches 
and  aroused  in  the  hearts  of  the  colonel  great 
surprise.  Many  were  the  questions  he  asked, 
not  as  for  years  before,  with  incoherency,  but 
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with  a  certain  amount  of  mental  lucidity,  as  a 
person  just  awaking  from  a  profound  sleep. 

Oh  what  hope  and  expectancy  in  the  hearts 
of  the  Countess,  Teresa,  William  and  Alma. 
Was  Heaven  to  hear  their  prayers  at  last  today. 
Christmas-day  ? 

The  church  was  filled  to  its  utmost  capacity. 
Many  had  come  from  distant  parishes,  to  see 
the  hero  of  Verleburg.  But  the  colonel  —  oh  ! 
wonder  —  made  his  way  through,  and,  as  if 
he  had  done  so  for  years  every  day,  walked  right 
to  the  family  pew.  Hardly  had  they  knelt  down 
when  the  powerful  organ  filled  the  aisles  with 
the  majestic  old  Christmas  tunes,  and  Father  Leo 
stood  at  the  altar  for  Mass,  offered  up  for  his 
poor  father.  The  choir  with  the  priest  had  finish- 
ed the  ninefold  petition  for  mercy  to  God  the 
Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost.  The  priest  had 
mounted  the  steps  and  now  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  altar,  before  the  Holy  of  Holies.  A  deep 
silence  of  a  moment  ensued  and  Father  Leo 
intoned  the  hymn  of  praise  and  thanks  and  glory 
to  the  thrice  holy  Lord,  as  once  the  Angels  on 
the  Hills  of  Bethlehem  :  Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo  : 
^^Glory  be  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth 
peace  to  men  of  good  will.^^ 

The  last  notes  of  his  clear,  melodious  voice  had 
hardly  passed  his  lips  and  been  taken  up  by  the 
choir  and  the  congregation  in  a  mighty  chorus 
of  jubilant  song  when  the  colonel  jumped  to  his 
feet,  looked  around  in  sheer  surprise,  stared  at 
the  altar,  at  the  priest,  at  the  Countess,  at  every- 
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body  ;  and  in  a  loud  voice,  trembling  with  emo- 
tion, he  asked  : 

Who  is  that  ?  whose  voice  is  that  ?  Was  it 
Hermann's  ?  yes  !  Yes  !  I  am  sure  that  must  be 
Hermann. 

Tears  ran  down  his  furrowed  cheeks,  in  his  eyes 
was  again  the  brightness  of  years  gone  by  ;  his 
whole  form  had  resumed  its  former  elasticity  ; 
he  was  again  the  stalwart  Colonel  Frederick 
William  von  Verleburg,  as  we  saw  him  at  the 
beginning  of  this  story. 

Yes,  dearest  papa  it  is  Hermann  ;  try  to 
calm  yourself, gentle  Teresa  said,  taking  the 
Count  by  the  hand.  ^'  He  will  stay  with  us  for 
some  time.  Thank  God  with  us  for  this  great 
grace  of  having  brought  all  of  us  once  more  to- 
gether for  Christmas.  We  shall  tell  you  all  about 
it  after  Mass. 

The  Countess  was  simply  not  able  to  say  a 
word  to  her  husband  ;  she  was  overwhelmed 
with  emotion  ;  she  held  his  hand  in  hers.  Teresa 
communicated  the  good  news  to  Wilham  and 
Alma,  and  never  before  did  the  family  of  Verle- 
burg pray  and  thank  God  so  fervently. 

What  was  not  the  surprise  of  Father  Leo,  when 
after  Mass  he  took  off  the  sacred  vestments,  he 
felt  himself  tightly  clutched  in  two  strong  arms 
thrown  around  him,  and  affectionate  kisses 
pressed  on  his  cheeks  and  lips  by  his  father. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


EPILOGUE. 


HAT  Christmas  was  indeed  the  happiest 
ever  spent  within  the  walls  of  Verleburg. 
Hermann^s  fatherly  friend,  the  Count  of  Church- 
borough,  though  very  weak  and  old,  had  found 
strength  enough  for  a  journey  across  the  North 
Sea  to  welcome  his  former  protege,  and  spend  the 
holy  season  with  his  old  hunting  companion,  now 
fuily  restored  to  the  use  of  his  reason.  Every- 
thing was  explained  to  the  stupefied  colonel,  to 
whom  all  this  was  a  riddle.  Gradually,  however, 
he  understood.  He  admitted  that  he  had  se- 
riously transgressed  the  limits  of  his  parental 
authority,  in  refusing  to  give  his  consent  to  Her- 
mann's choice  of  a  state  of  life,  so  clearly  marked 
out  by  Divine  Providence.  He  thanked  God 
every  day  for  the  great  grace  of  having  chosen 
one  of  his  sons  to  the  priesthood  in  the  Franciscan 
Order,  and  gladly  would  he  have  allowed  all  his 
sons  to  embrace  that  sublime  state  of  life,  if 
that  had  been  still  a  possibility.  He  believed  in 
extraordinary  vocations  brought  about  by  vi- 
sions and  apparitions  and  thought  it  possible, 
that  dreams  might,  sometimes  contain  at  least 
a  grain  of  truth.    Moreover  he  was  more  than 
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ever  convinced,  that  a  priest  is  able  to  do  more 
good  than  even  the  best  of  officers,  and  that 
between  the  vocation  of  the  two  no  comparison 
can  be  made. 

Three  weeks  after  Christmas  Louis  and  Te- 
resa knelt  before  Father  Leo  at  the  altar  to 
receive  his  blessing  of  their  union  as  man  and 
wife,  and  with  unfaltering  love  and  truth  pUght- 
ed  themselves  to  each  other  for  life,  for  better 
for  worse,  by  the  simple  word     Yes  '\ 

Days  of  genuine  happiness  and  ease  came 
back  to  the  stately  manor-house  of  Verleburg 
where  the  pious  colonel  lived  with  his  faithfully 
devoted  wife,  whenever  he  was  not  with  Louis 
and  Teresa  at  the  old  Stolzenburg  or  with 
William  and  Alma  at  Hornstein. 

Father  Leo  shortly  after  the  marriage  of  Louis 
and  Teresa,  crossed  the  ocean  again  en  route 
for  his  dear  missions  ;  but  had  the  grief  to 
find  his  sisterly  friend  of  the  old  hard  times, 
Agnes,  alias  Sister  Lioba,  in  the  grave  for  over 
a  week,  a  victim  of  her  heroic  charity  during  the 
terrible  epidemic. 

A  simple,  wooden  cross  on  a  little  grass-grown 
mound  in  the  private  cemetery  of  the  Franciscan 
Monastery  at  North  Fair  View  indicates  the 
last  resting  place  of  the  truly  heroic  missionary 
Father  Leo.  For  more  than  twenty  years  this 
once  brilliant  officer  and  nobleman,  the  First 
of  First  "  at  the  Royal  Military  Academy,  lived 
and  worked  like  another  St.  Paul,  for  the  better- 
ment and  salvation  of  his  fellow  men,  making 
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himself  all  to  all,  to  gain  them  all  to  Christ,and 
died  peacefully  as  the  Last  of  Last,  forgotten 
and  unknown  among  the  magnates  of  the  world, 
but  dear  and  precious  in  the  sight  of  God  and 
his  saints. 

Shortly  before  he  expired,  a  heavenly  joy 
spread  over  his  face  ;  his  eyes  beamed  with 
happiness  and  bliss  ;  a  vision  seemed  to  pass 
before  him  and  in  his  rapture  he  murmured  : 

"  Oh,  it  is  incomprehensible,  yes,  yes,  but 
wonderful.  " 

What  is  incomprehensible,  wonderful,  dear 
Father  Leo  ?     the  Superior  asked. 

God^  way,  were  the  dying  priest^s  last 
words. 


The  End. 


